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HERE is no Occaſion 
do gay any thing in rela- 
RS tion to theſe Plays, which 

© - ſometime ſince have been 
every way made Publick: And con- 
ſequently, are already plac d in that 
degree of Reputation, (whatever it 
be) which their Auditors and Rea- 
ders, have thought fit to allow 
des | 

This Edition of them, there- 
fore, is only recommended as 
the leaſt faulty Impreſſion, which 


* 
CP 


nun hi Preface co the firſt ned 


PREFACE. 


3 dern LD: to Re- 
viſe the Pres, and to Review and 
Correct many Paſlages in the Writ- 
iri ae | 
"Eorvicſlanding which Care, 
it muſt be confeſs d, too many 
Errata in both kinds, {lll remain; 
thoſe of the Preſs, are to be reckoned 
amongſt Things, which no Dili- 
gence can prevent. Mr. Bayle, 


of. his Dictionary 9 
Vexation of 9 
the Preſs, in Terms ſo E, that 
they move Compaſſion in his Rea- 
= ; and-concludes the Paragraph 
douching it, in theſe Words, Je 
eee eee an 


n. — r mw | 
The | 


PREFACE. 
| The Tragedy of the Muni 
Bride, in this Edition, is reform 

in its Numbers, and by ſeveral lit- 
tle Variations and Tranſpoſitions 
in the Expreſſion, intirely caſt in- 
which Meaſure, it was before, in 
many Places, defective. Some few 
Verſes are alſo, in one or two Pla- 
ces, inſerted or ſubſtituted in the 
Room of others, it is hoped for 
e ten e e ee nl” 
It will hardly be deny d, tliat 
it is both a Reſpect due to rhe 
Publick, and a Right which e- 
very Man owes to himſelf, -to 
endesvour that what he has writ- 
ten, may not appear with any 
Faults, which he is capable of a- 
voiding. This Conſideration 2. 
121 A 4 lone, 


7 6 ace 


7 


5 ANA. 
lone, were ſufſicient to have oc- 
caſion'd this Edition; but it has 
been haſten d by another Motive, 
which is, that cheſe five Plays 
have lately undergone a ſpurious 
Impreſſion, and have been very 
fly, as well as very indirectly 
Publiſned; in Prej 2 both to 
the Author, 5 gn the. Bookſeller 
who . che Property: ol the 
(apy: 
* Is he Third Wien e is 
an Opera, which has never yet 
appear d; of which, chere is little 
to be fad: in this Place, but that 
the Muſick to it is excellently 
well compos d by Mr. John . 


cles. 


The ee Verſes, which 
conclude this . are of ſeye- 


ral 


C 


PREFACE. 
ral kinds, and written occaſionally 
at diſtant Times; the early Date 
of ſome, no doubt, will plainly 
appear, and it is hoped will alſo 
' | plead their Excuſe. Part of em 


heretofore been Printed ſingly, 
or diſpers d in Miſcellanies. 
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COMEDY. 
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Quem alis ad Scenam ventoſo gloria Curru, 
Exanimat lentus Spectator; ſedulut inflat. _ 


Sic leve, fic par vum eſt, animum quod laudis auarum 


Horat. Epiſt. I. Lib. II. 


Sabruit, aut reficit - 
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To the „ Right — ; 3 
cnanLxs Lond Clifford 


or- f 
 LANESBOROUGH, &. 


oH. 

[ is w vich u event de of Pleas. 
1 ſure, that I lay hold on this 
firſt Occaſion, Which the Ac- 
Cidents of my. Life have given 
me of \ Writing to your Lordihip : For 
fince at the ſame time, I write to all the 
World, it will be a means of publiſhi 
(what I would have every Body know 
the N and Duty Which I owe 


and 


nation to be yours, chat I need no other 


—— 


DEDICATION. 
FIC outs Ine i much Ick 


Engagement: But the particular Ties, by 
which I am bound to your Lordſhip and 


Family, have put it out of my Power to 


make you'-any Compliment”; ſince all 
Offers of my ſelf, will amount to no 


more thin am honeſt Acknowledgement, 
and only den « Wilages in me to be 


grateful... | 1 


Jam very near wiſhing, ' That | it were 


not 1ſo:much wy Tajcreſt to. be your Lond - 


ſhip's Servant, that it might be more my 
Merit; not that I would avoid being 


obliged to you, but I would have my 


own Choice to run me into the Debt; 


chat I might have it to boaſt; I had di- 


Ringaith'd a Man, ro whom I would-be 


- Pld te be obliged,” ven without. the 
Hopes 6f having it in my Power, ever to 


make kim a Return. n 


At is impoffble for me to come near 


your: Lordfhip, in kind, and not to 


receive ſome Favour ; and While in ap- 


pearance T am 1 "making an Acknow- | 
yy 15 ledgement 


e ee cc. + aA <<. a> -Aooe 


D DfCAT TON. 
ledgement; (with , the uſual underchand: 


eee, 
4 cannot give your Lordſhip your due, 
” BE withour-tacking a Bill of my own. Privi- 
; edges. Vis true, if a Man never com- 

3 — a Folly, he. would never ſtand in 
D need of a Protection: But then Power 
a would have nothing to do, and Good-na- 


ture no Occaſion to ſhew it ſelf; and 
. where thoſe Qualities are, tis pity they 
o thould want Objects to ſhine upon. + þ 
muſt confeſs this is no reaſon, why: a Man 


mould do an idle thing, nor indeed any 

5 good Excuſe for it, when done; yet it 

' reconciles the Uſes of ſuch Authority and. 
I 


Goodneſs, to the N eceflities of our Fol- 
lies; and is a ſort of Poetical Logicks 
which at this Time I would make uſe 
of, to argue your Lordfhip into à Pro- 
n of this Play. It is the firſt Of- 
„ fence I have committed in this kind, or 


ar indeed, in any kind of Poetry, tho not 
to de firſt made Puhlick; and, therefore, 
25 11 hope will che more caſily be pardoned: 


But 


2 


DEDICATION. 
But: Had it been Acted, when it was Art 
written, more might have been aid in 
its behalf ; Ignorance of the Town and 
Stage, would then have been Excuſes in 
a young Writer, which now, almoſt four 
Years Experience, will ſcarce allow of. 
Yet I muſt delare my ſelf ſenſible of the 
Good-nature of the Town, in receiving 
this Play ſo kindly, with all its Faults, 
which I muſt own were, for the moſt 
part, very induſtriouſly cover'd by the 
Care of the Players; for, I think, ſcarce 
a Character but receiv'd all the Advan- 
tage it would admit of, from the Juſt- 
n Action 

As for the Criticks, my Lord: 1 have 
Aang to ſay, to, or againſt, any of 
them of any kind; from thoſe w oo ke 
3 juſt Exceptions; to thoſe who in 


in the wrong Place. 'F will only make 
this general Anſwer in behalf of my Play 
(an Anſwer, which | Epifetus adviſes every 
Man to make for himſelf, to his Cenſu- 
rers) viz. That if the mo find ſome Faults | 
in it, were as. intimate with! it as 1 am, 
they 


. 


DEDICATION 


they would find a great many more, This 
is a Confeſſion, which I needed not to. 
have made; but however, I can draw this 
uſe from it, to my own Advantage, that 
I think there are no Faults in it but -what 
I do know; which, as I take it, is the 
firſt ſtep to an Arkin. 7 

Thus I may live in hopes (ſome time 
or other) of making the Town amends; 
but you, my Lord, 1 never can, tho' „K 
1 8 . 


Your LORDSHIP's 


mt Oleum, u ᷑ To 


moſh Humble Servants, 


Witt. Concrtys. 


e 
t 
e 
4 
4 
5 2 
\ | 
4 


* 


2 


HE M Hirtue in pwrſuit of of Fame Soars, 


Mr. CONGREVE. 
W __ forward N Mead | Growth ane * 


We 1 court the r 3 Cause e- e 
And on bs fide, the. Poet wiſel 7 draws ,.. 
5 


Beſpeaking him hereafter, by Applauſe. 
The Days will _ * we ſhell all receive. 


eee Intereſt,” from what now we give; 
A and ſupported by that Praiſe, 
utation, 0 we ſtrive to raiſe. 


Naur, ſo. coy, ſo h ro de u 
Hier like a Me 122 but to be purſu d. 


| r ve! boldly follow on re Cbaſe; 
behind, ab wants thy ſtrong Embrace: 

Ge yields, ſhe yields, ſurrenders all her. Charms, 

D you. but forte ber #0 your Arms : 

sch Nerves, ſuch Graces, in your Lines , 

As you were made to be her Raviſber. 

Dryden has Br 3 extended his Command, 


=y 2 — the Muſes Land, 
Holute wee. 


now from none, 
But great Apollo, his * IEG Crown : 
bat Empire ſettled, and grown old in Pow'r) 


au wiſh for. nothing, bat a Succeſſor: 


37; 0 enlarge bis N at maintain 
boſe Provin 


res, Which be alone conld gain. 
His 


To Mr. CON GRE E. 


His eldeſt Wichetly, in wiſe Retreat, 

br it wot worth his Quiet to be Great. 
125 . wand'ring Etherege 5 3 wild Pleafares toff,. 
And foreign Int reſts, to hit Hopes long toft : 3 
Poor Lee aud Nn dead! on ove appears, 
The Darling 28 8 of bis Narr: 
May'ſt rows 1071 ber 2 great Maſter®s Smiley, 
And growing 2 ru theſe Iſles: 
Bat — when park of him E that but late). 
His Body elding muſt ſubmit to Fate, © 
Leaving hit dearbleſ) Works, and Thee behind, 
(The natural 32 of — Mind) 

thou fint at he has begun: 

Heir 1 25 Merit, RF. Fame his Son. 
. What thou haft done, —＋ all is in thy Pour; 
— nd to write better, 0 Amr write —_— 4 


Tir ſomerhs 7 be o commend 
Fo 9 * , is, that 7 am your Heb, 
Tae. Sou | 


To Mr. Co RVE. 


HE Da eat in theſe cenſorious Dayt, 
When 227 are ſo riſe, tio venture Praiſe: 

When the infectiuus and ill natur d Brood 

Behold, and damm the Work, becauſe. tis good; 

And with a 1 angenerous Spirit, try 

To paſs an Oftraciſm o Poet 

But you, my Friend, your orth does . bear 

Above their Spleen ; you have no Canſe for Fear; 


To Mr. CONGREVE. 


Til. a well-metiled Hawk, you took your Flight. 


82 out of Reach, and almoſt out of Sight. 
os the 1 Sum, in a fair Summer. Day, 7 
s riſe, and drive the Mifts and Clouds away, 
The Owls and Bats, and all the Birds of Prey. 


Each Line of yours, like poliſh'd Steel's ſa hard, 


In Beauty ſafe, it wants no other Guard. 

Nature her ſelf's beholden to your Dreſs, 

Which. tho? ſtill like, much fairer ” expreſs.” . 
7 


Some vainly ſtriving Honour 10 0 


ain, N 


Leave to their Heirs the Traffck of their Braiu, 


Like China ander Ground, the ripening Ware, 
In a long time, perhaps | ay worth our Care: 


But you now; reap the Fame, ſo well you've ſown; 


The Planter taſtes hit Fruit ta Ripeneſs grown. | 
A a fair Orange tree at once is ſeen, | 


Big with what's ripe, yet ſpringing ſtill with green a 


So at one time, my worthy Friend appears, 
With all the ſap of Youth, and weight of Tears. . 
. Aeccepd m Proms Love, as forward Zeal, 

g 3 5 ruin 5 I eee 25 

e t. Cenſure for my weak Applanſe, - 

Fn pheas's to jo er in ſo inſt a 2 2 

And tho' my ering may wmuorthy prove, 
Tale, as @ Friend, the Mies of. my Love. 


„ IJ. Maxsp-: 


1 7 
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„ ro Mr. CONOREV E, on his Play 
VIZ, lie true Gold, red from all Allay, 


Immortal is, and never can decay, 

Zis in all Times and Languages the 2. 0 

Nor can an ill Tranſlation quench the Flame: + 

For, tho" the Form and Faſhion don't remain, 

Th intrinfick Value ftill it will retain. 

Then let each ſtudied Scene be writ with Art: 

And Judgment ſweat to form the labonr'd Part: 

Each Character be juſt, and Nature ſeem; 

Without th' Ingredient, Wit, tis all but Phlegm. 

. For that's the Soul, which all the Maſs muſt move, 

* And wake our Paſſions into Grief, or Lobe. 
But you, too Bonnteons, ſow your Wit ſo thick, 
We are ſurpriz'd, and know not where to picks 
And while with Clapping, we are juſt to you, 
Our ſelves we injure, and loſe ſomething new. 
What mayn't we then, great Youth, of thee preſage, 
Whoſe Art and Wit ſo much tranſcend thy Age* 
How wilt thom ſbine at thy Meridian height? © 
Who, at thy Rifing, giv'ſt fo vaſt a Light. 

| When Dryden dying, foall the World deceive, 

* Whom we 2 as his Works, believe; 

Thou ſhalt ſucceed, the Glory of the Stage, 

Adorn and emtertain the coming Age. 


_ Begvit Hiccons. 
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Wien by che Lord FALKLAND. | 


M= ST Authors on the FO a firſt appear 8 
er Widows Bridegrooms, fall of Donbt and 

They judge; from the Experience of the "SOR | 

How hard « Tait it is to quench her Fame: 

And who falls ſhort of furni 4 Come, — 

Up to his brawny Predeceſſor's Force; . 

With utmoſt Rage from ber Embrace. 

KRemaiut convicted, as an empty Drone. 

Thus often, to luis Shame, a pert Beginner, 

Proves is the end, a miſerable Sinner. 

As for our Wang fler, I am apt to doubt him: 
With all the Vigonr ef bis Youth about him: | 
But he, more Sanguine, traſt! in one and twenty, 
And impudently hopes he ſhall content your. 

For tho" bis Batchelor be worn and cold, 
He thinks the Young may club to help the Ola: 
And what alone can be atchiev'd by neither, 
Ir often brought about by both together. 


i 


PROLOGUE. 


The brizkeſt of you all have felt Alarms, 
Finding the Far one proſtitute her Charms 


With brokew Sighs, in her old Fumbler's Arms, 
Bat for our Spark, he ſwears he'll ne er be jealous 
Of any Rivals, but young luſty Fellows. 

Faith let him try his Chance, and if the Slave, 
After bis Bragging, prove a waſhy Knave, . 
May be be haniſhd to ſome lonely Den, 

And never more have leave 10 dip his Pen: 
But if be be be Champion he pretends, 
Both Sexes ſure will join to be his Friends ;; 

For all agree, where all can have their ak Wo. 
And yon muſt own bim for a Man of Might, \. © 
1f:be bolds out to pleaſe you the third Night. 


PROLOGUE 
S Poken by Mrs. Braregirdle. 


H this wil Weds chang'd! In forme 


Days, 
Prologues were fakes Speecher, before Plays; "'Þ 
Grave ſolemn. Things, as Graces are to Feaſts; 
Where Poets begg'd a Bleſſing from their bas 
But now, no more like Syppliants me come; 
A Play makes War, and Prologue is the Drum: 
Arm'd with keen Satire, and with pointed Wit, 5 


1 8 1 — —_— IK __ ab * 


Mie tbreaten you who do for Fnadges ſit, ; 
To ſave our Plays, or elſe we'll damn your Pix, 
Bat for your Compart, it falls out to-day, 
Nove a young Harbor, : andbis firft-born Play; 
So, ſtanding only on hit good Beboviour, 
He's very cicil, and entre ats your Favour. 
Not but the Man hat Malice, won d he ſhow it, 
But on my Conſcience he's a baſhfal Poet; 
DV think that firauge - v matter, be'll 
” grow it. | 
Nell, Pm his Advocate — me be aye you, 
Hunt know whether I ſhall ſpeakto pleaſe you) 
He 


PROLOGUE 
He prays —— O bleſs me! what ſhall I do now! 
Hang me if 1 know what he prays, or how ! 
And *twas the prettieſÞ Prologue as he wrote it! 
Well, the dence take me, if 1 haw't forgot it. 
Lord, for Heav'ns ſoke excuſe the Play, 
Becauſe, you kyow, it it be damm d today, 0 
I all be bang d for wanting what. to ſay. 
For my ſake they ——— but m in ſuch Confufion, 
ner ll I cannot flay to hear your Reſolution. | 


* 
* 
v : 
= 
# « 
LRuns 5 
5 1 
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ee atis Eke 


nen W ans ? 


=” * n N a % 
n Batchelor, pre- 5 7 
+ tending to ſight Women, bony Mr. Betterton, | 
n Love with Sylvia, 
Ballmour, in Love with Belinds, ._. » Mr; Powell. 
Vainlpve, capricious. in his Love; in 

Love with Araminta, * Oe. 
Mr. Ferbruggen. 


Mr. Bowen. 0 
Mr. Haines. 
Mr. Dogget. 
Mr. Uulerhill, 


| * 

— 1 

* 

EN 
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” Araminta, in Love with Vainbove, 
| *. Aelinds, ber Couſin, an affected Lay, 2 
1 in Love with Reilmaur, 
Tais, Wife to Fondlewife, 
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FE T, . SCENE N 
s CEN E, The See. fur 30 Bi 


| Bellmour and Vainlove meeting. gets 


a BELLMOUR 
RIPE 4love, and harnt &. ents 3, Gant ime 
ro; I thought a Cormmeins Lover 
: —— 


—* - 


— . 


= F \ 


4 De Orb BaTtCHELOR, 
Nee 
low'd, or be loſt. 1 | 

| 2X: LIN OUR 


Buſineſe ! — And ſo mult Time, my Friend, be cok 
purſugd, or loft, BuGnels is the Rub of Life, perverts our 
Aim, caſts off the Bias, of the 


intended Mark. : 
FAINLOVTE 


Pleaſure, I gueſs you fijcad,” 

BELLMOUR. 
Ay, what elſe has Meaning? 

V AINLOVE. 
Oh the Wiſe will tell you ----- | 

8 ETL LMO UR. 

More than they belieye----- or underſtand, 
7 VAINLOPVE. 
How, bow, Ned, a wiſe Man fay more than 4 un- 


| - derftands? 


 FELLMOUR. * 

Ay, ay, Wiſdom's nothing but a pretending to * 
and believe more than we really do. You read of but one 
wiſe Man, and all chat he knew was, that he knew no- 
thing. Come, come, leave Buſineſs to Idlers, and Wiſ⸗ 
dom to Fools; they have need of em; Wit, be my Fa- 
culty ; and Pleaſiite, my Occupation; and Tet Father Time 
ſhake bis Glaſs., Let low and earthly Souls grovel till they 
have work'd themſelves fix Foot "deep into a Grave 
| Bificieſs in "not ty Bae 1 an 


ee 
FAINT 2. Ws 
- Jn Gitte, ver Ar of Gy own building ale u. 
ment, Ned---- Well, as high a Fer « as 11 
Lure may make you Nep. Lunz, a Rn; 
Sdn} a park L L Nn . 
1 n Vr, 1 * 9 1 


Tiw - © 


you, 


Preach this Doctrine to Husbands, and the married Wo- 


| | do 
Husbagd he out of the way, for t 
Fongneſs and Impatience of his . chuſing a 


The OD BaTteurLor 5 
hand ---- There's more Cleganer ia the falſe Spelling of 
this Superſcription [ Tabea ap the Letter] than in all Cirero 
—-Let * How now | Der . 8 
FVAINLOVE we 


"Hold, bold, eite "that's the wrong. 
BELL MOUR, 

Nay let's ſee the Name (Si; How can'ſt thou be 
ungrateful to that Creature? She's extreamly pretty, and 
loves thee inticely -I have heard her — — 
tures about ther 
| V AINLOYVE, 


Ay, or any Body that ſhe's about 
BEELMOUR. 
No faith Frank you wrong her; ſhe has been jolt to 


VAINLOPE. 
Thats rial: by my roch from thee, who halt had 


B E Z L M OUR. 
Never -- her AﬀeRiqns; 'Tis true by. Heav'n, the 
own'd it to my Face; and bluſhing like the Virgin Morn 
when it diſclos d the Cheat, which that truſty Bawd of 


Nature, Night, bad hid, confefs'd. her Saul was true to 


vou; tho I by Treachery had ſtoll'n the Bliſ —— 
AIN LOVE. 
So was true as Tartle----in Imagination, Ned, ha? 


men will adore thee. 
BELLMO 


| R. 
Why faith 1 think it wilt 


ite to ſhew her 
Lover as like him as ſhe can, and what is unlike, ſhe way 
B 3 VAIN: 


| 0 


U 2 
well enough If the 
he W 


— 


= ih Orp Barcutr on: 


e oerl... 
. Abuſe to the Lone to be made a Blind 
a I ITE 
BELL MO U R. 

As you fay the Abuſe is to the Lover, not the Husband: 
For *tis an Argument of her great Zeal towards him, that 
_ The will enjoy him in Effigie. | | 

VAINLOPE. | 

It muſt be a very ſuperſtitious Country, where "*Y 
Teal paſſes for true Devotion. I doubt it will be damn'd 
by all our Proteſtant Husbands for flat [dolatry---= But 
if you can make Alderman Fondlewife of your Derfwabon, 
this Letter will be needleſs. © 
| BELLIMOU R. 

. hat, the old Banker with the handſem Wife? 
og V 4 x 1 L 0 E. 4 


4 a. de 4 # 


Ay. 
1 W 2 I IMOUER. 
Let me (ee, Levitia! Oh 'ris a delicious 1 Dear 
Frank thou art the trueſt Friend in the World, 
, VAINLOVE. | 
Ay; am I not? To be continually ſtarting of Hares 
for you to courſe, We were certainly cut out for one 
"another; for my Temper quits an Amour, juſt where 
_ thine takes it u But read that, it is an Ap- 
pointment for me, this Evening ; when Fondlewife will be 
gone out of Town, to meet the Maſter of a Ship, about 
the Return of a Venture which he's (Coo hare oy of 2 


Read, read. 

. * E L K Mo U R treads. 
Hum, Hum - Our of Town this Evening, and talks of 

"ſending for Mr. Spintext to keep me Company; bu I Ute 

 eare, be ſhall not be at home. R S 

"Fanatick * * * 


* 3%, 5 | 


” 
*. 
=. 


FAIR: 


' 9 2 » 
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VAINLOPE. | 


ind [) "A 
| " "BP ELELMOUR reads.” | 
Hum, n ere 
d: K if you can counterfeit bis Habit to blind the 
hos Servants,” Very 8800! Then 1 muſt be diſguiſed g 
With all my Heart It adds a Guſto to an Amour; 

gives it the greater reſemblance of Theft; and a l 
1 lewd-Mortals,- hex eee 'm 
amt d at thy good Nature ------ | 

FAINLOVE. 

Faith T hate Love when en wh Mich, ard 
Wine----- And this Bufineſs is none of my ſceking;. I on- 
ly hapned to be once or twice, where Laetitia was the 
handſomett Woman in Company, fo conſequently apply'd 
my ſelf to her ----- And it ſeems ſhe has taken me at my 
Word ----- Had or IR, or any Body, thad deen 
the ſame.” | 
* B ELEMO UR. 2 
IT wiſh I may ſucceed as the fame. A 

VAINLOYE, 

Never doubt it; for if the Spirit of 'Cvckoldonr'be 

once raiſed up in a Woman, the Devil can't by u till ſpe 


£ bas don't. | | 
R 
- Pr'ythee, what fort of Felloyy is Fonalewife? ** e 
FVAINLOVE © | 
A kind of Mongrel Zealot, ſometimes very preciſe 55 
peeviſn; but I have ſeen him pleaſant enough in his wa 
Much addicted to Jealoufie, but more to Foridnefs : 
that as he is often Jealous without a Cauſe, he's as oftem 
ſatisfied without Reaſon. - 
BELLMQUR. | 
| A very even Temper, and fit for my Purpoſe. I muſt 


| get your Man Setter to 3 


5 AK. 


34 FA. N | 


* 1. —— — 
I AINLOY ZB. 
Ay, you may take him fot good and all if you wil for 
er ſor no body elſe Well ---- 
* 4 'BE LMOUR, | 
\ Youre going to viſſt in teturn of Sylvia's 1 
| Foor. Ragne Any Hour of the Day or Night will ſerve 
ee nothing of a new Rival there? 
FAINLOV/E. 
| Ves Heartwell, Int furly, old, pretended Woman · hater, 
thinks her Virtuous; that's one. Reaſon why I fail her; I 
would have ber fret her ſolf out of Conceit Veith me, that 
the may cutertain (ome. Thoughts of him. ln. 


Ky ev'ry Day. 
BELLMOUR, 


| Pet rails on ll, ' + * 4, DOT 
2 little time will ſwell him ſo, he muſt be forc'd to give 
it, birth; and the Diſcovery muſt needs be very pleaſant 
from himſelf ;' to ſee what Pains he will take, and bow 
r e t 
6 . Nn e t. 
V4INLOVE. | 
8 rn 
| the old Place. SENS: 5 
. | BELLMOUR. ; 
Wich all my Heart; 8 us to pay our 
Afternoon Services to our Miſtreſſes + fing I am dam - 
nably in Love, I'm ſo uncalie Yor not haviog ſeen we 


Peer. 


vVAINLOVE 


Bu I aw 5 yet ie, 


% 
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E * WY 2») A 
8 E NE 
N 

BELLMOUR. 


HY what a Cormorant-in Love am I! who, . not 
contented with the $lavery of bonourable Love in 
one: Place, and the Pleglure of enjoying ſome half a ſcore 
Miſtreſles of my own acquiring; muſt yet take Vainkeue's 


Buſineſs up my Hands, becauſe it lay too heavy upon 
his: So am not only forc'd to lie with other Mens Wiycs 


for em, but muſt alſo uodertake the harder Task of big 
ther — ma take 2 or 1 ſhall never 
ont mme ways. 


14 we, 


SCENE III. 
e e 


' SHARPER, 
Pore this,” Ned: Once a Man comes to his Solis 
n T give hint eee 2 
 'BELLMOUR 
bene, I'm glad to ſee the. 
SHARPER, 
What, is Bends crue!, that you are ſo thoughtful? 


BEGCLMOUR. 
No faith, not for that there's a Buſineſs of 


— zut 
Conſequence fall'n out to-day, that requires ſome Conſide- 


ration, 


By SHAR»> 


rr 


— 


* . g 7 5 L ; * 5 a 
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N : SHARPER. . * 

Poythes what mighty Buſineſs of Conlcquencs an 


| aL have? 
| ' BELL M Y UR. 
Why you ad know, tis a piece of Work toward the 
\  fkiniſhing of an Alderman; it ſeems I muſt put the laſt 
hand to it, and dub him Cuckold, that he may , of equal 
Dignity with the reſt of bis Brethren : So 1 muſt beg Je- 
t Pardon, 
5 S8 HARPER. 
. Faith evo give ber over for good- -and-all; you can have 
no hopes of getting her for a Miſtreſs; * ſhe is too 
proud, too inconſtant, too affected, and too witty, and too 
bandſom for a Wife. 
BELT MOUR. 

Bat the can't have too much Money There's twelve 
thouſand Pound, I. Tis true ſhe is exceſfiyely fop- 
Piſh and aſſected, but in my Conſcience I believe the Bag- 
gage loves me: For. ſhe never ſpeaks well of me her ſelf, 

nor ſuffers any Body. elſe to rail at me. Then, as 1 told 
you, there's twelve thouſand Pound — Hum Why 
» faith upon ſecond Thoughts, ſhe does not appear to be ſo 
very affected neither — Give her her due, I think the Wo- 
man's a Woman, and that's all. As ſuch I'm ſure I ſhall 
like herz for the Dev take me 1. . al! the 


Ser. 
| SHARPER. | 
* And bee comes ein who fver a heartily he bates all 


the Sex. | 


y 


* SCENE 


't 


— 


n or Bafonsi ok: 


”—_ — a * if + # ad N _— | 
* 2 * a e 5J > WED Y PD 
* — * £ 4 * 4 A EM * he 


MA 


SCEN E. Iv. 
[To them] HtarTwELL © 


BELLMOUR, | 
HO, Heartwell! Ay, but he knows better things 
How now' George, where haſt thou been ſnarling 
odious Truths, and entertaining Company, like a Phyſician, 
with Diſcourſe of their Diſeaſes and Infirmities ? What 
fine Lady haſt thou been putting out of Conceit with her 
felf, and perſwading that the Face ſhe had been making all 
the Morning, was none of her own? for I know thou: art 
as unmannerly and as unwelcome to a Woman, as a Look- 
ing Glaſs after the Small- Pon. 
HE ARTWELL, + 

1 confeſs 1 have not been frecring Giese Lyes and 
nauſeous Flattery, fawaing upon a little tawdry Whore, 
that will fawn upon me again, and entertain any Puppy 
that comes, like a Tumbler, with the ſame Tricks over 
and over, for ſuch I gueſs may have bees your late Em- 


ployment, 
F BELLMOUR. - 
- © Would thou dad come a little ſooner, Vainlove would 
ve wrought th Converſion, and been a Champion for 
the Cul, . Xe 
3 HEARTWELLI. „rt Torn 
| What, has he been here? that's one of Love's Aprii- 
Fools, is always upon ſome Errand- that's to no purpoſe, 
„ e 


* SHARPER 
22. be always ſets out in foul Weather; loves 
/ to 


xz - The Our: Bar enrroa. 
to buffet with the day meet the 8 and fail in the 


Teeth of Oppolition, 
N "HEARTWELL. 
What, not dropt Anchor at Araminta ? 
BELLMOUR, 
Truth on't is ſhe fits bis Temper beſt, is a kind of a float · 
. ing Iſland; ſometimes ſeems in reach, then vaniſhes, and 
Keeps him bulied in the ſearch. - l 
| SHAR PER 
| Sh bd wed fave good hr of Seuſs 10 ct f 


Capricious a Lover. mY 


. eee 
_ himſelf in the World; he takes as much always of an A- 
„ n 


uuplenſant. 


SHARPER. "a 
An Argument of very little Paſſion, very 800d Under 
„ oratin ill Nature. | 
| HEARTWELT. 


And proves that zune plays the Fool wich Düs- 
ton. 
Lars SHARPER. 
You Bellmour are bound in Gratitude to fickle for him; 
you with Pleaſure resp ihat Fruit, which be takes pains to 


. eee the Drodyery in the Mine, and yu . 


your image on the Gold. 
BELL MOUR. 


He's of another Opinlob, * and fays I db the W in 
the Mine. Well, we have eich our ſhare of Sport, and 
each that which he end Oates. ts Ly * 
migeito cover the: * 


5 4 


HEARTWELL. 
And it ſhould be mine te Jet em go. again. ee 


+ 
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6 HARPER. 

i rr 
al chou wt fit for now. 

_- "HB MARFEWELL 

Good Mr. Young-Fellow, you're miſtaken ; * 
your felf, and ns nicmble too, tho I moyn't have ſo much 
Mercury in my Limbs; Tis true indeed, I don't force Ap- 
petite, but wait the natural Call of my Luſt, and think 
it time enough to be lewd, a © hve HO OO 
tation, 


| BELEMOUR. 12 
Time enough? ay, too ſoon, dees bays ore 
ed, from a Perſon of your Gravity. 
HE ARTWELL. 
| Yet it is oftentimes too late with ſome of you young, 
termagant flaſhy Sinners you have all the Guilt of che 
Intention, and none of the Pleaſure of the Practice --=-—-> 
tis true you are fo cager in Parſuit of the Temptation, 
that you fave the Devil the trouble of leading you into it x 
Nor is. it out of Diſcretion; that you don't ſwallow that 
very Hook your ſelves have baited, but you are cloy d 
with the Preparative, and what you mean for a Whet, 
turns the Rage of your puny Stomachs. Your Love is 
like your Courage, which you ſhew for the firſt Tear os 
two upon all Occaſions ; till in à little time, being diſ- 
abled or diſarmed, you abate of vf Vigour 3 and ibat 
_ daring Blade which was fo alten daun, is bound to the 
Peace for euer after, 
ö  BELLMOUR. 


Thou art an old Fornicator of a fingular good Principle 
indeed! and art for encouraging Youth, r bt 
as wicked as thau art at thy Years. 

HE ART ELI. 

1 am for having every body be what they pretend to 
be ; COLDER be a Whoremalier and not like Fun- 

ore, 


F - 


9 1 7 ＋ 1 1 Li * * 
y r — #44 ** 9 * ow * * n * ir * AY 
+ | ) , — a6 — * ? . 
5 = „ 


— 
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love, kiſs a Lap- Dog with en & would *. 4 
dam from the Lady's own Lips. | 
| BELLM OUR. OE 
That only happens ſometimes, where the Dog has the 
ſwecter Breath, from the more cleanly conveyance. But 
George, — not quarrel with little Gallantries of this 
| 22 are often won by em. Who would re- 
Faſs to kiſs n if i eren pn. 
ot his Lady? 
| | SHARPER. 


Or omit playing with her. Fan, and 1 if the 
were hot, when it might intitle him to r rel 
ing ber when ſhe ſhould be cod? i 
BELLMOUR. 

- What is it to read a Play in a rainy Day? Though you 
ſhould be now and then interrupted in a witty. Scene, and 
ſhe perhaps preſerve her Laughter, till the Jeſt were over; 
even, that, e e e eee 


proipect.. * 
| 13 fn HEART WELL. 3 
. 1. confeſs you that are Womens 1 
gens: Are forced to undergo Drefling, Dancing, ge 
Sighing. Whining, Rhyming, Flattering, Lying, Gria- 
1 Cringing. and the Drudgery of Loving o boot. 
| " BELL MOUR. 5 
I o Beute, the Drudgery of Loving! 
911.6 =. (REARTPELL «© 
* why to come to Love through all thete wean: 
brances, is like coming to an Eſtate over-charg'd with 
Debts; which by the time you have pay d yields no fur- 
tber Profit. than what the bare. tillage and manuring of _ 
Land will produce at the Expence of your own Sweat. 
eee 
ä wn 


| + wt! 8 N 
Js SHA R- 
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"SHARPER. | 
» He! he hates the Se. x 94.4 
0 SEES HEARTWELL. | 
my Health. 2 


| | BELLMOUR. 
Well come off, George if ut ey time you bac be 
taken ſtraying. | 

SHARPER. 


He has need of ſuch an Excuſe, euer the pe 


ſtate of bis Body. | 
| HEARTWEL L. 


How Iye mean? . 


why, if whoring be purging (as you eil i) then, I 
may fay, Marriags ls catering into n fhy- 


fick. * 
1 40 BELLMOUR, 
— George, does the Wind blow there? 
HEARTWELZ. 


| Te will as ſoon blow North and by South— Marry,quoths! 
F hope in Heaven I have a greater Portion of Grace, and 
I think I have baited too many of thoſe 197915 9 


0 an 
e BELLMOUR. 


Who ths Devil would have thee? unleſs 'rwere an 
Oyſter-Woman, to propagate young Fry for Billingſgase — 
thy Talerit will never recommend thee to any thing of 


better Quality. 
HEARTWELL. 


My Talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking Truth, which 1 
don't expect ſhould ever recommend me to People of Qua- 
lity —— I thank Heav'n, I have very honeſtly ch 


3233 the great Families in Town, * * +, 
SHAR> 


ws 


| 
16 The Ou» Bar ention 
SHARPER. 

And you in return of Spleen hate them: But could you 
ane into the Alliance of a noble Family —— 
, FRARTWHELLI. © 

No, I hope I ſhall never merit that AfMlition 0 
be puniſh'd with a Wife of Birth de a Stag of the firſt 
Head; and bear my Horns aloft, like one of the Supparters 
of my Wife's Coat, *Sdeath I would not be 8 — 
e Whore in England, 

BELLMOUR, © 

What, not to \ make your Family, Man! and a prove fr 
bm — 
| SHARPER. IE 
|  , For her Children, yen mean. 

-— HEARTWELL. 

eee eee l r the Wan 
Devil O the Pride and Joy of Heart *twou'd be to me, 
to have my Son and Heir reſemble ſuch a Duke to 
bave a flecring Concomb ſooff and cry, Mr. your Son's 
mighty like his Grace, has juſt his Swile and Air of's Face. 
Ther replies another ——-methinks he bas more of the 
Marqueſs of ſuch a Place, about his Noſe and Eyes; though 
| he has my Lord what-d&ye-calls Mouth to a tittl ——— 
Then, I, to put it off as unconcern'd, come chuck the 
Infant under the Chin, force à Smile, and cry, Ay, the 
al he after *. Mother's Relations 3 when the Devil 

ſhe Knows, tis a noe © the whole 

7 —— Body 
, 'BELLMOUR. SHARPER. 


Ha, ba, ha! 
| FRLLMOUR, N | 
; wen but George, 1 have r 
HE ARTWELL, 


Plhaw, I hae pratled away my — hope ou 
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arc in no haſte for an Anſwer · . for I ſhan't ſtay now. 
[Looking on his Watch. 


2 BELLMOU: 
Nay pr George 5 | 
0 | : HE ARTWELT. 1 
No, belides my Balineſs, I ſee 2 Fool coming this way, 


Su aAR TEE, BrtLMOUR. 


BELL M OUR, | 
HAT does he mean? Oh, tis Sir Foſeph Witall 
with his Friend; but I ſee he bas turn d the Corner, 
and goes another way. | | 
| | 1 SHARPER 1 7955 
What in the name of wonder is it?) 


an. 
Wby, a Fool. 1 6 
3 SRASERS:.... 1 
BELLMOUR., 
And a very beggarly Lining jet he may be worth 
our Acquaintance - a little of thy Chymiſtry Tum, may 
extralk Gold from that Dict. 
S HARPER. TI | 
Say you ſo? faith I am as poor as a Chymiſt, 
would be as induſtrious. But what was be that rey 
him? is not he a Dragon that watches thoſe Golden Pip- 
BELLMOUR. ; 
Hang him, no, he a Dragon! if he be, tis a very peace- 
ful one, I can enſure his Anger dormant; or (GL ha 


* 


5 8 
** 96— 
a. 1. at — — . 
* 
* 
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ſeem to rouſe dis but well laſhing him, and he will fleep 


like a Top. 
SHARPER 
BELLMOUR. 
Yet is ador d by that Biggot Sir Fo/eph Wittoll, as the 


. Image of Valour? He calls him his Back, and indeed they 


are never aſunder — yet laſt Night, I know not by what 
Miſchance, the Knight was alone, and had fallen into the 
Hunde of ſome Night-walkers, who I ſuppoſe would have 
pillaged him: But I chanc'd to come by, and reſcued him: 

though I believe be was heartily frightned; for as ſoon as 
ever he was looſe, he ran away without ſtaying to ſee 


who had help'd him. 


SHARPER. 
© Iv that Bully of his in'the Army? 
men BEL 6 OUR. 
No, but is a Pretender, and wears the Habit of u S0l 
dier; which now-a-days as often cloaks Cowardice, as a 
black Gown does Atheiſm - You muſt know he has 
been abroad ent purely to run away from a Cam · 
paign; enrich'd himſelf with the Plunder of a few Oaths 
——and here vents em againſt the General, who ſlight- 
ing Men of Merit, and . 
has made him quit the Service. | 
" SHARPER, 
© Whereia'no doubt be magnifies his own Performance: 
BELL MMOUR., | 
— Speaks Miracles, is the . 
2 only implement of a Soldier” he refembles, like that, be- 
full of  bluſtring Noiſe and Emptineſs. _ 
f 7 
N And like that, of no uſe but to be beaten, 
BELL AMOUR. 
Right; but, then, the Compariſon breaks, for be will 


take a drabbing with 45 lite Noiſe as Pulpit Cuſhion: + 


2 SH AR. 


„ AF 
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SHARPER. 


His Namie, and I haye done? 
"BELL MOUR. 
why that to paſs it current too, he has gilded with a ® 
Title; he is call'd, Captain Bluffs. 
SHARPER, | 
well, Ill endeavour his Acquaintance you ſteer 
another Courſe, are bound 


For Love's ful fe; I, for the golden Coaſt. 
Moy each ſucceed in what be wiſhes a. 


End of the Firſt 4d. 
bl 


4 


— 
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ACT H. SCENE L : 


© Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Sharper following. 


SHARPER. 
9 URE that's he, and alone. 
6 Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL 
7 Um 2 this, this is the very damn d b 
MW "Place; the inhumane Canibals, the bloody- 
minded Villains would have butcher'd me 
ud Night: No doubt, they would have 
flend me alive, have fold my Skin, and devour'd, Ge. 


| SHARPER, 
How's this! * 1 


Si FOSEPH WITTO IT. 

And it hadn't been for a civil Gew G came by and 
frightened Ren" bats gad „ to 
give him thanks. 
8K A4A RP E Ri | 
£4 This muſt be Bellmoar be means ——ba! I have 

a Thought 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLI. 

Zooks, would the Captain would come ; the very Re 
membrance makes me quake; agad I ſhall never be recon» 
ciled to this Place heartily. | | 

SHARPER. 

*Tis but trying, and being where I am at worſt. Now- 
luck curs d Fortune; this muſt be the Place, this 
damn d | wal Place —- 


Sir 
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sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
and fo tis why here has been more Mite 


chic on done, I perceive. 
SHARPER 

No, tis gone, tis loſt ten thouſand Devils on 
that Chance which drew me hither; ay here, juſt here, 
this Spot to me is Hell; nothing to be found, but the De- 
ſpair of wyhat I've loft. ¶Loling about as in Search, 

Sir FOSBPH WITTOLL., 

Poor Gentleman by the Lord Hayy ri tay no 

longer, r L have found too » | 
SHARPER. 

Ha! who's that bas found? Whar haye you found? 16: 
ſore it quickly, or by — ' 

Sir FOSEPH 'WITTOLL. 

Nat 1, Sir, not 1, as I've a Soul to be ſav'd, I have 
r 
and as you were ſaying, Sir | 

| SHARPER. by ot 

O your Servant, Sir, you are — frame 3, iam 
il Wind that blows no body good: Well, you may rejoice 
over my ill Fortune, fince it rey d the Price of your Ran- 
ſome, 


Sit oN or 

I rejoice! agad not I, Sir: I'm very - ſorry for your 

Loſs, with all my Heart, Blood and Guts, Sir, and if you 

Ane you'd ne er ay I were ſo ill natur d. 
| SHARPER. 


Know you?! why, can you be gad 10 forge 


Sir FOSEPH WITFOLL. "97 

O Lord! farget him! No, no, Sir, 14en't forget you 

— becauſe I never ſau your Race before, aged. Ha, ha, ha. 
SHARPER, 

How ! [ Augrit. 

, 2 


EF ˙²˙²¹1r IIA ̃ RT IV"R__Ss 
o 
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LY : 


, 


get out of his Sight; but out gs out o mind 92 
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Sir FOS EPH-WITTOL.' © 
Stay. ſtay Sir, let me'recolle&-—— he's a damn'd angry 
Fellow — I believe I had better remember him, till 1 can 


. 
SHARPER. 98 
Methought the Service I did you laſt Night, Sir, in pre- | 
ſerving you from thoſe Ruffians, mn hare taken bet- 
ter Root in your ſhallow Memory. 
\ Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL 
Gad's- Daggers - Belts- Blades and Scabbards, this is the. 
very Gentleman! How ſhall I make him a Return ſuita- 
ble to the greatneſs of his Merit I had a pretty 
to that purpoſe, if he han't frighted ated or: Me. 


mory. Hem ! hem ! Sir, I moſt ſubmiſſively implere 
your Pardon for my Tranſgreſſion of Ingratitude and O- 


miſſion 3: having my intire Dependance, Sir, upon the Su- 


perfluity of your Goodneſs, which, like an Inundation 


will, I hope, totally immerge the reoollection of my Er- 
ror, and leave me floating in your Sight, upon the full 
blown Bladders of Repentance by the help of which, I 


ſhall once more hope to ſwim into your Favour. (Bowe, 


SHARPER. 
So-h, O Sir I am eaſily pacif/ d, the Acknowledgement 
nene | 
Sr JEE WITTOLL. 
Acknowledgement !Sir I am all over A 


. 


and will not ſtick to ſnew it in the greateſt Extremity, 


by Night, or by Day, in Sickneſs, or in Health, Winter, 
or Summer, all Seaſons and Occaſions ſhall teſtifie the 
and Gratitude of your ſuper-abundant humble Ser 


Reality 
| var e Hem! _ Fol 


$HARPER- 2006, rok 
ai 1 A 4; 9G 
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Sir 70 S EH WITTOLLI, 
man of Wittoll Hall in Comitatu Bucks: 
SHARPER. 

15 it poſſible! Then, 1 am happy, to have oblig d the 
Mirrour of Kaightbood and Pink of Courtelie in the Ages 
let me embrace you, 

Sir FOSBP K WITTOLL, 


O Lerd, Sir! 
SHARPER. 
My loſs, I eſteem as a Trifle repay'd with Iutereſt, fince 
it has purchas'd me the Friendſhip and Acquaintance of the 


Perſon in the World, whoſe Character I-admire. 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. , — 
Tou are only pleas'd to ſay ſo, — But pray if I may be 
fo bold, what is that Loſs you mention? 
. SHARPER. _ 
O term it no longer ſo, Sir. In the Scuffle, laſt Night, 
I only dropt a Bill of a hundred Pound, which I confels,, I 
+ + ex noentand but thanks to my better 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
You have found it Sir tben it ſeems, I profeſsI'm heartily 


** 
SS HARPIX. 

Sir your bumble Servant 1 don't queſtion but you 
are; that you have ſo cheap an Opportunity of expreſſing 
your Gratitude and Generoſity. Since the paying ſo tri- 
vial a Sum, will wholly acquit you and doubly engage 
me. 

Sir FOSBPHWITTOLL 

| What a dickins does be mean by a trivial Sum? aun 

But han't you found it, Sir! 
SHARPER, 
o; No otherwiſe 1 vow to Gad but in en Hopes in you 


6 bis 


—— — 
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Sr O WITTOLE. 


Humh. 
pak SHARPER, | | 
But that's ſufficient —*Twere lajuſtice to doubt the 
Honour of Sir Foſeph Wittoll, 

Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

wn O Lord, Cir, + Es" 
SHARPER. 

You are above (I'm ſure) a Thought fo low, to falſe 
me to loſe what was veutur'd in your Service; nay twas 
in a manner paid down for your Deliverance; twas 
ſo much et 1 — And you {oorn, Pl ay that for 


you ----. 
k Sie. JOSE PHWITTOLL, 
| Nay Tl fay that for wy {elf (with your leave, Sir,) I 
duo ſcorn a dirty thing. But agad Im a little out of Pocket 
at preſent, : 5 
SHARPER, 
_ Pſhaw you can't want a hundred Pound. Your Word 
is ſufficient any where : Tis but borrowing ſo much Dirt, 
you have large Acres and can ſoon repay it --=-- Money is 
but Dirt, Sir Jaſeph - Meer Dirt. 
Sir JOSEPH WITTOLL.' ; 
But I profeſs, tis a Dirt I have waſhed my Hands of at 
2 I have laid it all put upon my Back. 
|  $WHARPER. 
me you ſo extravagant in Cloaths, Sir Foſoph 7 
* Sir FOSEPHWITTOULL, | 
Ha, ha, ha, a very good Jeſt I profeſs, ha, ha, ha, a a very 
good Jeſt, and L did not know that I hadd ſaid it, and that's 


_\ jeſt chan tother. Tis a fign you and I ha'n't 


been long acquainted ; you have loft a good Jeſt for want 
of knowing me - I only mean a Friend of mine whom 
Voll my Back; be ſticks as cloſe to me, and follows me 


through all Dangers be is indeed Back, Breaſt and 


Head- 


FU" wT 


Tie Oro BATRLOR. 
Headpiece as it were to me---- agad he's a brave Fellow --- 
Paugh, Iam quite another thing. when I am with him: 


— 


27 


I don't fear the D Devil (bleſs us) "almoſt if be be by. Ah 


the nnn bt 
1 47. 


If he had, Sir, what then? er 


nor perhaps have ſuffer d ſo: much ----- had he a hundred 


Pound to loſe? .. | + [ Lagrily. 
tor Sir FOSEPH WITTO EZ. 
was O Lord Sir by no means (but I might have fav'd a hun» 


(a damn'd hot Fellow) only as I was ſaying, I let him have 
all my ready Money to redeem his great Sword from Lim- 
bo -=--- But Sir I have a Letter of Credit to Alderman Fon- 
4  dlewife, as far as two hundred Pound, and this Afternoon 
cet you ſhall ſee I am a Perſon, ſuch a one as you would wiſh 
to have met with ---- 

SHARPER. 


© That you are, II be ſworn, er Alle. 


rd 
t, Why that's great and like yourſelf, 
is 


WI \ 1 


dred Pound) I meant innocently, as I hope to be fav'd Sir 


= N * " ai * q - ; 
" % 4 N > > — i — 
— - o . 0 k A 9e N 4 WY 4 py. / 8 % 
. a® | 


SCENE II. 


Is thew] Captain Bu urr E. 
Sir 7O0SEPRWITTO ELT. 


Here a comes - Ay my Hector of Troy, welcome 


my Bully, my Back; agad my Heart bas gone * 
pat for the. 
'BLUFFE. 6 


How now, my young Knight? Not for Fear, 1 . 
be that knows me maſt be a Stranger to Fear, | 3 


3 C 24; © 


— 


Wi ons Bat CHEN Oc - 
S7 O'S EE WPEPTSL T. 

e Fear or had like W 

BLUFF E 
But? Look you here Boy, - here your 
your Jeter or + ekng Fe ——— Bat wo Hat 
| eee rhef Metcle!' | 
* [Laying his Hand upon hir Sword. 

| sb POSE P'H" WI'TT'O'L L, 

n nnn. 


| BLUFPE, 
Sy you {0:2 then. T houour Hm But has he been a- 
W Cock will flghe upon his own Dunghil. 
Sfr FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
T dort Eno but T1 preſent” you ---- 
BLUEFE 
Hl recommend my ſelf Sir, 1 FOOT un- 
derſtand you love fighting, I reverence a Man that, loyes. 
fighting. Sir, I kiſs your Hilts. 
SHARPER. | 
S yer, But * you. am milinformed;, forunle(s it 
Be to ſcrve my particular Friend, as Sir Fofeph here; my 
N 05 my e lame very juſtifiable Cauſe, 
Im not for it. 


O Lord I beg your 
Pallat, you can't reliſh. Diſh of Fi 
Sauce : Naw-I think. fighting, for fighti 
cient Cauſe; fighting, to me's Religion and 

| Sir OSEPHWITTOLLI. Wl 
my Heroes was not that great, Sir? by the 


NN 


| 
| 
| 
| 


— TY 


RBLUFFEL - | ; 
Pardon Sir, T find you are not of my Sit 
without ſweet W 
ſakeꝰs.· ſuffi- 

Laws. 


» 
—. K OE ABR — EDS oa oe 1 K 
. : 


Ah, well 
Lord Hay be ſays true fighting. is Meat, Drink and Cloth 
to him. Dee ; nc 
TT have in the World, „ _ Life alt Night You 2 


3 you: BLUFEE. 


— ts 0m > 
1 a 


— 
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 "BEUFFE. | 
# Ay Thee 1 bee, Mi bn . Sir! ae 3 crave 
I der Name r 
SHARP HR: 


; Ay; Sin, niy' Narhe's Sharper,” 

t Str FOSEPAWFTTOUL: | 

Ute Pray Mr. embrace my Baek very well 

„ byche Lord Harry Mr. Sharper hes at brave* a Fellow as 
Cm, are not you" Buh beck: 

? FHARPER; - 

Hatmibal I believe'you” mean; Sir Foſeph. 

BLUFFE, 

. Undoubtedly he did. Sinz faith Hwt#ibal was 8 very pret- 
9 Fellow but Sir Foſeph, Compariſons are odious 
Hannibal was'a vey pretty Fellow in thoſo Days, it muſt 
be granted — bor alay' Sir? were he alive now, he would 
be nothing, notting im the Barth, | 

SHARPER. 

. How Sit! Tune nn mk 

BLUFFE. 
Oh Excuſe me, Sir; have ybu ſerv'd abroad, Sir? 

THARZTER 

| Not I really; Sic. | 

D 0 FRE. 
Oh, I Weught fü. Why them you can know nvtlinge 

Sir: [ am afraid you ſerce uo the Hiſtory of the late 

War in Fade, withall its Particulars,” | 


' SHARPER... 
Nor l, E no mere then publiek Letters or Gacautet 
ter us, 
"*EIP7'1 B ZUPFFDB, 


Gazette! Why l wow - Why, Sir, there ure 
not three Words of Truth the Year round, put into the 
Gazene A ——— — ; 

] 5 Vs 


% £3 _ 
* 
* * 
. 


LOR... 4 | | OY” 
28: The OLD Batcarior; 
You muſt know, Sir, I was reſident in Flanders the laſt 
Campaign, had a ſmall Poſt there; but no matter for 
that —— Perhaps, Sir, there was ſcarce any thing of mo- 
ment done but an humble Servant of yours, that ſhall be t 
nameleſs, was an Eye-witneſs of · I won't ſay had the 
greateſt ſhare in t. Tho? I might ſay that too, ſince I 
name no Body you know----- Well, Mr. Sharper. would E. 
you think it? In all this time---- as I hope for a Trun- 
cheon ---- this raſcally Gaxette- writer never {a much as once 
mention d me Not once, by the Wars - Took no 
more notice, than as if Nod. Blaſs dad u been in abs 
Land of the Living. 


SHARPER. 4 ilatSoql; 1 
Strange! t 

Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, | N 
Yet by the Lord Harry tis true Mr. Sharper, * — 


every Day to Coffee · Houſes to read the Gazerze my ſelf. 1 
B LVF FE. 
© Ay, ay, no matter - You ſee Mr, Sharper after all I 
am content to retire Live a privts Perſon - Scipio and 8 
ether have n 
5 "SHARPER, Dn * 
Impudent Rogue. [ Aſide, 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL.. 
Ay, this damn'd Modeſty of yours --- Agad if he would 
pat in for't he might be made General himlelf ut | 
TOS B LUFFE. rug 1 
ob fie, no Sir Poſeph -—== You — hate this. 
sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Let me but tell Mr. Sharper. little, bow you eat Fire 
once out of the Mouth of a Cannon ---- agad be did; thoſe 
mpevetrable Whiskers of his have confronted Flames ---- 
„ BLUFFS; ry 1: news B 
- Death, whar do you mea, vrt, % een m 
| | ſo 


n 8 
Sir 


. w 
— 


about. 


ndr 3 = 
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Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, 
Look you now, E ſo modeſt hell own no- 


BLUFFE. 
Piſh, you have put me out, I have forgot what I was 
To hold your Tongue, and give me leave. 

LAngrih. 

Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, 
I am dumb. 

BLUFFE. 

This Sword 1 think I was telling you ef, Mr. Sharpe 


This Sword I'll maintain to be the beſt Divine, aAnatomiſt, 


Lawyer or Caſuiſt in Europe; it ſhall decide a Controverſie, 
or ſplit a Cauſe "A #o 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Nay, now I muſt ſpeak; it wilt ſplit a Hair, by the 
Lord Harry, I have ſeen it. 

"  BLUFFE. 

Zounds Sir, it's a Lie, you have not ſeen it, nor ſhan't 

ſee it; 1 I fay you can't 3 1 to that 


now? 


Sir ros IT TO E E 
I am blind. 8 
B LUF FE. 
Death, had any other Man interrupted me —— 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOL L. | 
- Good Mr. Sharper ſpeak to him ; 1 dare not look that 


way. | 
| SHARPER, 
Captain, Sir Foſeph' s penitent, 
 _ BLUFFE. 


Olm calm Sir, calm as a diſcharged Culveria — - 


But *twas indiſcreet, when you know what will provoke 


4 come Sir Foſeph, you know my , Heat's 
ſoon over, 
* C 3 Sir 


30 The Oro BArcnE Ton. 
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ARAMINTA, BELINDA, BerTy waiting, is Axa 
| MINTA's Aparzment. 
7 ELIN. 
3 AH! Ny, - he gool, ae Con 
| | no more, 


20 I ſwear you'd e one io to 


hear you, - , 
AAN TA. 5 
Bleſs me! what hape I gad to move 1 
2222 | 7 


oh e 
Non of that Men- 
52 955 know what you re fa your Fever has an- 
ſported you. 


ARAMINTE 


2 If Love be the Fever which yay mean, kind Heav'n - 
| * ee fn! aber Fame, and 
pF, be amine, | £ 5 25 | 


NE” 777 7 e 
5 E 2 ar 


c 
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ey This Love is the Dwail, and ure to be in Love is 
to be HIN Tis in we had, the Hart, dhe Hood. 
e — A oer -O Gad you we quite rn 
Tooth abe Fgbt of Mankind) tor your Wake. 5 
41 41 N T4 a 
Fie, this is groG Mien 4 <A little of Hellas 
Company would change the Scene. 
BELA1ND if. 
AR AMINTA. 
I wonder, Coulin, you ſhould faragine, 1 dont percrre 


you love him. 
BELIWD A. 

Ob I love your hideous Fancy ! Fu, dn, ba, dove u Man? 

| ARAMINTA. 

Loren Mm! yes, you would mot love a Beaft. 

| BELIND A. 

Of all Beafts not an A, Which is ſo like your Vun 
love -=-- Lard:I have ſeen an Ms look To C Chagrin, Ha, ha, 
ha, (you muſt pardon me I cat help laughing) that an ab- 
ſolute Lover would have concluded the poor Creature to 
have had Darts, and Flames, and Altars, and ll that in bis 
Breaſt, Araminta, come [Il talk Teriouſly to you now 3 
could you but ſee with my-Eycs, the buffoonery of one 
Scene af Addreſs; a Lover, ſet out with all his Eguipage 
and Appurtenances; O Gad! ſure you wauld -—- But you 
play the r 
obvious to every Stander-by, | 

AR AMINTA. 


| Yes, yes, I can fee ſomething near it when you and. 


Bellmour meet. Yau don't know that you dreamt of Bell- 
mour laſt Night, and call'd him aloud in your Sleep. 

- Piſh, I bop 4 of 4. il ſometimes; 

| » I can't the Dey 3 
would you from thence irifer I love kim? in 

C4 AR A 


- & 
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_ 
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1 ARAMINTA.. 

But that's not all; you caught me in your Stor wen 
you named him, and preſſ d me to your Boſom Sure 
if [ had not pinch'd n. 6 


3 Kiſſes. | 
: | a £ 
© barbarous Aſperfion!- . | 
AR A M IN T A, 
No Aſperſion, Couſin, we are alone ---- Nay I can tell 
you more. 


| BELINDA. 
I deny it all, 
ARAMINTA. 
What before you hear it? 


BELIND A. 

My Denial is premeditated like your Malice ------- Lard, 
Couſin you talk odly ------ What ever the Matter is, O 
my Sol, 1 am afraid you'll follow evil Courſes. 2 

ARAMINTA, 
Hua, ha, ha, this is pleaſant. 
2. 5E LINDA. 

You may laugh, but — 

ARAMINTA. 

Ha, ba, ha. 

BELIND A. 

You may think the malicious Grinn becomes — — 
The Devil take Bellmoyr . Why do you tell me of bim? 


AR AMINT 4. 

Oh is it come out---- now you are angry, I am ſure you 
Jove him, I tell no bogy elſe, A; ---»1 have not be- 
un d you yet. 
KY IIIA. 
r bee tell it at the World, it's falſe, 


AR AMINTA. 
Ceme then, Kiſs and Frienes. - 


oF, ws 4 


at home. 
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BELIND 4 


ARAMINT 4. 
Pry'thee don't be ſo peeviſh. 
B ELIN D A. 
* on don't be ſo im pertinent. Betty. 


| 6 
n 
Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam? 


BELIND 4. 
8 Tippet, and bid the Footman call a 


b 


41 AMINT 4. 
1 bope you ue not going out in dudgeon, Couſin. 


8 C E N E IV. 
[Td them] Foor MAM. 
FOOTM AN. 
Adam, there are —— 
BELIND 4 
Is there a Chair ? 


FOOTMAN. 
No, Madam, there are Mr. Bellmour and Mr. Vainlove to 


' wait upon your Ladyſhip. 


ARAMINT 4. 
Are they below? _ - 
FOOTMAN. 
No, Mater Oy" Her B36 koow if you were 


C5 B P. 


34 Os Ba ror ion 
1 
2 Vile to ys, Ces. I «xv am ating L. 


"ARA c 
we AG re. _ 


==. 


8 C EN ER V. 
. [79 them] Barr x with ind mee, Glue. 
Cant tell Couſin, 1 þelieye- ve arę equally e, 


ft EL 2 r be den Nan. i Ty 42 


We e . T 


ment of t — [et me 
2 r d, 1 eee 
ee pep AM 


Berg, why don f you help my Cquſin ? 
me uns u fr Ke 


5 
| Mrs ry or a gore en 4 1 . 
ta the Foot- 


— wk c Raft 1 


2 


Li. 


2 ; Ou "HIRED ox. As 


SCENE py 


| eee ee 3421184. 


421 AUR. 
8⁰ Ui 1 expected L Jou wot't oblige me then · Cou- 
fin, ind rw have ll the Cee wo en r 
NOIDA ” 
No; upon Deliberation, T Ly 
truſt you to your ſelf, The Devil watches fl 
nities; and in this favonrdble of your Mind, 
Heav'n knows how far you may be tempted: I den- 
der of your Reputation. | 
| LRAMINT A. 
Pala ak. who's malicious How, Be- 


" BELINDA. 


Not I; wWitneſs my Heart, I ſtay out of pure ab. 


ARAMINTA. 
e | 


SGENE VIII. 


"16 them] v. tene, Bauinv. reoruan. 
* E L T MO UR. 


r To ſiad you both wichia, Ladies 


AR 4. 


22 > — 


36 7% Oro BatcutLon, 

| ARAMINTA. 

Ts ee FELLMOUR- - - 

= Not o'your fide, Madam, I confeſs — But my Tyrant 
_ I, are twoBuckets that can never come together, 

. B ELIN DA. 

| Nor are ever like —- Vet wwe often meet and claſh, 

 _BELLMOUR, 

How, never like! marry Eymen forbid. But this it is 
to run o extravagantliy in Debt; I have laid out ſuch a 
World of Love in your. Service, that you think you can 
never. be able to pay me all: So ſhun me for the Game 
Reaſon that you would a Dun. 

F B ELIN DA. 

Ax, on my Conſcience, and the moſt jnipertigent and 

troubleſome of Duns . a Dun for Mony will be quiet, 

when he ſees his Debtor has not wherewithal — But a 

Pun for Love is an eternal Torment that never Teſts—— 
 _ "BELEMOUR. © > 


"Till be has created Love. where there was cas. 
| then gets it for bis Pains. For Importunity in Love, like Im- 
Portunity at Court, firſt creates its own Intereſt, and then 


* it for the Favour. 

|  ARAMINTA . 
| ' Favours that are got by Impudence and Importunity, are 
like Diſcoveries 1 he Rack, when the afflicted Perſon, 
for his caſe, ſometimes confeſſes" Secrets his - Heart "knows 


nothing of. | 
| VF AINLOVE. 


I ſhould rather think Favours, ſo gain'd, to be due Re- 
wards to indefatigable Devotion For as Love is a 
Deity, he muſt be ſerv'd by Prayer, 

8E EIN DA. 
0 Gab, would you . SIT n 
let us all alone, 
| VAIN 


be OLD BatrcurLor, 37 
FVAINLOVE. 
You are the Temples of Love, 0d u through you our 


Devotion mult be convey'd.. * 8 a 
* AR AMINTA. | 2 
T, Rather, poor filly Idols of your own making, which 


the leaſt Diſpleaſure you forfake, and ſet up new — 
2 changes his Miſtreſs abt Rio 
his Humour varies, or bis Intereſt. 
V AINLOPE, WD 
O Madam = 7225 | 
ARAMINTA 
ur 
we are in great Danger of being dull If my Ma- 
fick - Maſter be not gone, I'll entertain you with a new 
| Song, which comes pretty near my own Opinion of Love 
) wot r green mn Is Mr. Gavor gone? 3 
| FOOTMAN, - 
Ouly to dhe den Door, Madam; Fl call him. 


SCENE VIII. 


ane BGELINDA, VAINLOVE, and 
4g 1 Dreesen n ane 


ee eee FT WOUKE 
WV. you won't hear me with Patience. 

 #RAMINT A. 
What's the Matter, Coufin ? 

BELLMO VKR. 
N Madam, only — _ . 

B ELIN DI. 

Pr'ythee hold thy Tongue — Lard, he has ſo peſter'd me 
with Flames and Stuff—I think I ſhan't indure the fighs - 
of a'Fire this Twelvemonth. 


BEL I» 


* Nr Os BA Trezt Los. 
BELL MOWUR. 
et all et mack that cel frozen iin. 
BELIN Da: 
O O Gad I hate your hidnous Fancy you a0 8 
bene if you muſt talk impertinently, 4or Heaven's 
ike le ie be wich Varkey: dan't come always, like the 
Denil, wrept in Flames II nat bear « Servenne more, 
ere 
dam. 


b EIL IMO YA. T9 P 
Bu te how you aud be def vr 


—— 2441254 | 

. 1 

IIe. 
— bought Co, that you night Gave all ahe 

Talk to your ſe!f---»<xpu had beter let me ſpeak ; for if 

OY r I ence Tillenous 


1 De 
what wil you b. by tht? to make ba Se 1 
won't underſtand; 1 17 
511 1 Ho U. 
Apart Pim Tongue-wy'd, I muſt ere Acti- 
ons free too ( Quicken your Apprebenſion - and I 70 


let tell > ſt 15 
r reg Irmer 2 8 7 


2 an 
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SCENE N. 
| ku u Mys1cx-Masren, * 


| AN AMINE 4, . 
Orr 
1 ee oblige e with the fait new” Se 
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* 
t- Men will admire, adore and tie 


' . Wakes n from 4 ie Won 
| Nothing's nem beſides our Faces, 
my e W m. 


41 Au x TA 8 
80, bow d'ye like the Song, Gentlemen? 
BELL MOUR. 
O very well perform'd -=-- but I don't much admire the 


we. 


434 


— * 
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AR AMINT 4. | 
I expe&ed. it — there's too much Truth in em; If 
26: Gove yl lh wth ws in the Gander well have it 
5 c 
You bring my Couſingugꝛꝛ 
BELLMOUR | 
Faith Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but I'll make 
Signs. [ Addreſſes Belinda in dumb ſhew, 
.  BELEFNDA, 
Oh fob, be ridiculons,rthya 
' our: talking Impertinence; a8 an Ape is à much more 
troubleſome Animal than a Parrot. 
ARAGMINT A. 
Ay, Couſin, and Wo Rar the Crimes mize Na- 
n ee 


than they ſay. b wat 
* E * M OUR. 

Well, I find my Apiſhneſt has paid the . for my 
Speech, and ſer it at Liberty -—- tho” I confels, I could be 
well enough pleasd to drive on a Loye- Bargain, in that 
filent manner ----'twould fave a Man a world of Lying and 
Swearing at the Year's end. Beſides I have had a little Ex- 
perience, that brings to Mind —— 


eee 4 


Kind Looks and Actions (from Succeſs) do-prove, 
2 — e _ £1 


* End of tho Second 48. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 
SCEN E, The Street. | 
ore SYLVIA aud LUCY. 


sr TIA. 
l be not come then? 
ns, LUCY, 
= Yes, yes, come, I warrant him, if you 
will go in and be ready to receive him, 
STLVI 4. 
why did you not tell me? — Whom 


L U c Y. 
Whom you ſhould mean, Heartwell, 
STL VIA. 
Senſeleſs Creature, I meant my Vainlove. 
Der. 

You may as ſoon hope to recover your own Maiden- 
head, as his Love. Therefore e en ſet your Heart at reſt, 
and in the Name of Opportunity mind your own Buſineſs, 
Strike Heartwell home, before the Bait's worn off the 
Hook. Age will come, He nibbled fairly yeſterday, and 
no doubt will be eager enough to-day, to — the 
Temptation, 


ny 
be 
at 
nd 
** 


Wy wW 


sri A. 
Well, ſince there's no Remedy Vet tell me for 
—— — 
| did 


Tie OD renten. 
did he refuſe? Tell me how did be receive m) 


| | < 
Kale Indifference. By this Light I could have ſpit in 
his Face Receiv:d it! Why be geceiv'd .it,.as I would 
one of your Lovers that ſhould come empty-handed; as 
a Court Lord daes his Mercers Bill, or a begging Dedica- 
tion. he receiy'd it, as if t had been a Letter from 


kis Wife. | 
| SYLIV1TA. 
LUCY. 


Hum'd it over, gave_you his Reſpects, and Mid, be 
would take time to peruſe it — but then be n in . 
STTL IT A. 

Reſpects, and peryſe it! Hs's gone, * 
bewitch'd him from me — 0 how the Name f Ne 
fires my Blood I could curſe em both; eternal 
Jealouſie attend her Love, and Diſappointment” meet His. 
Oh that I could revenge the Torment he has caus'd —— 
methinks I feel the within'me, ant Ven- 
geanee kindles in the room of Love. 

rr 

| Thave dat in my head may make Miſchief, 

STYLIVI 4. 


S 1114. | 
Could we perſwade him, that ſhe loves another —— — 
LUCY. 
No, you're out; coulil we verfrende lim, that ſhe 
963 himſelf .— Centrive a kind Letter as from 
her, 


A T 


„ eg ud TD 
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her, twould diſguſt his Nicety; and take away his Sto- 


Avonble not your Head. Lit we Wg wil E- 
ö form my ſelf of hat paſt between dem to- day, and a- 
dica- bout it ſtreight — Hold, m miſtaken, or that's Hyar#- 
rom i well, who &ands talking at the Corner dis he — go 
get you in Madam, receive him pleaſantly, dreſs up your 
Face in Innocence and ſmiles; and diſſemble the very 
want of Diſſimulation Fou know what will take 


him, 
EYLIPI MA, : 
"Tis as hard to counterfeit Love, as it is to conceal it: 
but ll do my weak Eadeavour, though I fear I have not 


OTE 
Hang Art, Madam, and truſt to Nature for difſembling. 


| Mov ma, by Nate h Cully .mrade c 
the never are bur by or ſus dared. 


SCENE H. 
Q& | Heantwert, VAINLOvYE and BELLMOVUR following. 


BEILMOURX 

Hs hiſt, is not that NHaartwell. going to Sylvia : 
VAINL OTE. 

- He's talking to himſelf, I think; prfythee let's try if 


) we can bear him. 


5 HE ART+ 


44 be Oro Barcuzrok. 


Why whither io the Devil's Name am I a going now? 
Hum — let me think — Is not this Sy/via's Houſe, the 
| Cave of that Rnchantreſs, and which conſequently I ought 
to ſhun as I would Infection To enter here, is to put on 
the envenom d Shirt, to run into the Embraces of a Fever, 
and in ſome raving Fit, bs led to plunge my ſelf into that 
more conſuming Fire, a Woman's Arms. Ha ! well re · 
| Collected, I will recover my Reaſon, and be gone, 
. BEL LMOUR;, ' 
- Now Pau forbid | ello bn 
dat. T VAI NLOVE,. 
Huſh — — 
HEARTWEL L. 
Well, why do you not move? Feet do your Office 
a not one Inch; no, foregad I'm caught ——» There ſtands 
my North, and thither my Needle points — Now could 
I curſe my (elf, yet cannot repent, O thou delicious, damn d 
dear, deſtructive Woman! Sdeath how the young Fel- 
lows will boot me! 1 ſhall be the Jeſt of the Town : Nay 
in two Days; I expect to be Chronicled in Ditty, and ſung 
in woeful Ballad, to the Tune of the ſuperannuated Mai- 
dens Comfort, or the Batchelor's Fall; and upon the third, 
I ſhall be bang'd in Effigie, paſted up for the exemplary 
Ornament of neceſſary Houſes, and Coblars Stalls 
Death, I can't think ek run into the Daoger to 
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SCENE Ill. 


BeLLMOUR, ValnLOVE. 


BELLMOUR, 


A very certain Remedy probatum eſt —- Ha, ha, bat ! poar 
George, thou art i'th' right, thou haſt ſold thy ſelf to 
Laughter; the il-natur d Town will find the Jeſt juſt where 
thou haſt loſt it. Ha, ba, how a'ſtrugled, like an old 
Lawyer between two Fees. _ _ 
_ _FVAINLOVE. 
Or a young Wench between Pleaſure and Reputation. 
BELLMOUR. 
Or as you did to-day, when halt afraid you ſnatch'd 2 
Kiſs from draminta. 3" 
"PF AINLOVE 
She has made a Quarrel or't, 
_ BELLMOUR, 
Pꝛuh, Women are only angry at ſuch Offences, to have 
the Pleaſure of forgiving 'em. 
: VAINLOVE. 
And I love to have the Pleaſure « of making my Peace 
I ſhould not eſteem a Pardon if too eaſily won. 
'BELLMOUR 
Thou doſt not knew what thou would'ſt be * 3 
ther thou would'ſt have her angry or 212 Could'ſt thou 
be content to marry Ara mines * 


Y 


PAINLOVE. N 
cod you be conteht to go to Beru | 

BELLMOUR:.. '- 
. 


46% TOI BarcaBLOM. 
Id do a little more good in Gon firſt, in order 


to deſerve it. 
„Arx Bern. 
Nor I to marry Araminta till I merit her. 
FELL MOUR.- 
| But how the Devil doſt thou ene to gt her i ſhe 


never yield? 
VAINLOVYE. 
That's true; but I W 9 
B BLL MO UR. 
n chor a . 


SCENE I. 


| chen Kyre 
RUSTY Setter, what Tidings? pan and Be: 


? 
me  _ SETTER 
Asilewd.Projects do, 3 
Endeavours with Succeſs. 
2 BEEMOUR. 
a beariag;} Setzer, 
6 AI NL o'V's 
well, TI leave you with your 
BELLMOUR, 
424d. haft thou provided. Pre 1 


SETTE 
All, all, Sir; the 


7 


iptritual Cloak, to con 
ver carnal Knavery . not the black Pitch, 
erer upon 
bt | "I 


. ciſc Band, with a- ſwinging Jong 


1 
as 
v 
th 


* 
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rder one Eye, 25 a penal Mouring for the ogling Offences of his 
Youth; and ſome ſay, with that Eye, be firſt diſcover d 
ths Brailty of hi Wit. | 
FEEEMOUR, 

Well, in this fanatick Father's. Habit, will I confels 


he Latitia. 
SETTER. 


Rather prepare for her Confeſſion, Sir, by OY 
to Sin. 


, 


BELLMOUR. 


SY STIL 
| 9m 29 35 


1 


SCENE V. 
Sh TER alone. 


SETTER, 


Shall, Sir -I wonder to which of theſe two Gentle- 

men I do moſt properly appertain ---- the one uſts'me 
as his Attendant; the other (being the better acquainted? 
with my Parts) employs me as a Pimp; why that's much 
the more honourable Employment by all means 
t follow one as my Maſter, t'other en me 0 his 
Conductor. 


$CENE ; 


* 


oY * | , * GIF 
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SCENE VI. 
N ID him] L vo r. bp. 


a 


e. 


"HERE's the Hang-Dog his Man -I had a Pow- 
er over him in the Reign of my Miſtreſs; but he is 
too true a Valet de Chambre not to affect his Maſter's Faults ; ; 
and conſequently is revolted from his Allegiance. 
- SETTER, 

Undoubtedly tis impoſſible to be a Pimp and not a 
Man of Parts. That is without being politick, diligent, 
ſecret, wary, and fo forth ----- And to all this valiant as 
Hercules - That is, paſſively valiant and actively obedient, 
Ah! Setter what a Treaſure is here loſt for want of being 
known, e 

1 4 LUCT. 

Here? s ſome vilany a- foot, he's ſo thoughtful; may be 
I may diſcover ſomething in my Mask -- Worthy Sir, a 
Word with you. | [ Puts on her Mack, 

SETTER, 

"Why, ifI were known, I wight come to be a great 

Man 


| LUCY. 
Not to interrupt your Meditation 
> SETTER > 
And I ſhould not be the firſt that has procur d his Great - 
neſs by Pimping. 


LUCY. 
Now Poverty and the Pox light upon thee, for a Con- 
. Pimp. 


Q 
5 2 


SETTER, 


2 
i. 


which he has made. 
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SETTER 
Ha! what art, who thus maliciouſly has awaken'd me, 


from my Dream of Glory? Speak thou vile Diſturber ---- 


LUCT. 


Of thy moſt vile Copitations ---- thou poor, conceited 


Wretch, how wert thou valuing thy ſelf, upon thy Ma- 


ſter's Employment, For he's the Head Pimp to Mr. Beil- 
mour. 
| SETTE R. 
Good Words, Damſel, or I ſhall But how doſt thou 
know my Maſter or me? 
LUCY. 
Yes, I know both Maſter and Man to be---- 
| FRESHER 
To be Men perhaps; nay faith like enough; I often 
march in the Rear of my Maſter, and enter the Breaches 


er. 
Ay, the Breach of Faith, which he has begun: Thou 


Traitor to thy lawful Princeſs. 


e. 
Why how now ! pr'ythee who art? Lay by that world- 


by Face and produce your natural Vizor, 


L UCI. 
No Sirrah, I'il keep it on to abuſe thee, and leave thee 
without Hopes of Revenge. 
'# & & on .(S « 
Oh! I begin to ſmoke ye; thou art ſome forſaken Abi. 
gail, we have dallied with heretofore----- and art come 


to tickle thy Imagination with Remembrance of Iniquity 


A. 
No thou pitiful Flatterer of thy Maſter's Imperfection; 
thou Maukin made up of the Shreds and Pairings of his ſu- 
perfluous Fopperies. 


Vor. I. D SE 1 


— — —Ä—ä—— 
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SETTER. 
Thou art thy Miſtre's foul ſelf, —_ of here 


Laiquities and Cloathing, 
LUCY. 


Hang thee - Beggar's Curr--» Thy Maſter is but a 
Mumper in Love, „ 
preſume to to enter the Houle. 

SETTE R. 

Thou are the Wicket to thy Miftreſs's Gate, to be o- t 

pened for all Comers. In fins may as 


thy Miſtreſs. | 
L U er. 
Beaſt, filthy Toad, I an hold. oo longer, look and trem- 
ble. Fm. 
| 3 11ER. | 
" How, Mr, Lag ! | * | 
| den 
| . to look me in the 
£ SETTER, 


Adsbud, who's in Fault, Miſtreſs of mine ? who fuog 
the firſt Stone? Who undervalued my FunRion? and who 
the Devil could know you by Inftin? 

LUCY. 

You could know my Office by Inſtinct, and be hang'd, 
"which you have ſlander d moſt abominably. It vexes me 
not what you ſaid of my Perſon ; but that my innocent 
on ſhould be expos d and ſcandaliz'd -- cannot bear 

. SETTER. | 

Nay, faith Luc, I'm forry, I'll own my ſelf to 3 
though we were both in fault as to our Offices, — Come 
II make you any Reparation. 

L DU C I. F ey 
by Swear, TAL 5+ 
ER ET. 


ied 
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SETTER. 
I do ſwear to the utmoſt of my Power, 
LUCY. 
To be brief then; what is the Reaſon your Maſter did 


n according to the Summons 1 eee 


him? 
: SETTER. * 
To anſwer you as briefly He has a Cauſe to bs 
tried in another Count. | 


LUCY. 12725 
Come til we in plain Terms, how forward he is with 
Aramunta. - 
SETTER. 


Too forward to be turn d back — Though he's a little 
in Diſgrace at preſent about a Kiſs which he forced. You 
and I can kiſs, Lucy, without all that. © 

LE UELT ; 

Stand off He's a precious Jewel. 

SETTER. 

And therefore you'd have him to ſet in your Las 
Locket, FR 

Where is be now? 
SETTER. 

Hell be in the Piazze preſently. 


ee o | 
Remember to-day's Behaviour Let me "_ with 


I PR Face. 
. SETTER, 


What, no Token of Amity, Lucy? you and I don't uſe 
to part with dry Lips, 
| 'TUCY. 


No, no, avaunt——Tll not be flabber'd and kiſ'd now 
rm not i'th' humour, 


LUCY, 


D 2 527 


+ : . 8 
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SETTER. 
Pl] not quit anchored and a into tbe 
Humour. 


SCENE Wk ns a Jah 
wo Joszen Warrotts BLUFPE. 


BLIUFFE, 
4 D ſo out of your unwonted Generoſity 
JOSEPH IT TOLD. 
nd- good — Back; I am er e 1 
ct help it. | 


B T UPE. 


You have given bim a enen Bwighewife for a kun- 
dred Pound. 
1788 Sir 30S WITIOLL. 

Ay, Ay, poor Fellow, he ventur'd fair fort. 

B LUF PE. 

Lou have diſoblig d me in it · for I haue occaſion 
for the Money, and if you would look me in the Face a- 
gain and live, go, and foree him to redellver you the 
Note — gg —. and bring it me hither. I] ſtay woo for 


you. 
Sir JOSEPH W1ITTOL L. 

Tou may ſtay till tbe Day of Judgment then, by the 

„IT know better things than to be run through 

the Guts for a hundred Pound ---- Why I. gave that hun- 


fred Pound for ing ved;)and &ye think, an there were 


no Danger, I'll de ungrateful to take it from che. Gen. 


2 


* 


-BLUFFE, 


| 
| 


— 
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B LUF FE. 
well, go to bim from me---- Tell him, I ſay, he muſt 
K Bilbo's the Word, and Slaughter will enſue 
if he refuſe, tell him · but whiſper that ---- tell him 
---- ]'ll pink his Soul---- but whiſper that ſoftly to him. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLTD, 

80 ſoftly; that he ſhall never hear on't I warrant 700 
why, what a Devil's the matter, Bully, are you mad? Or 
d'ye think I'm mad? Agad for my Part, I don't love to 
be the Meſſenger of ill News; tis an ungrateful Office - 
So tell him your ſelf. | 

B L VF F E. 

By theſe Hilts I believe he frightned you into this Com- 
poſition: I believe you gave it him out of Fear, pure paul · 
try Fear L confeſs. 

Sir JOSEPH WITTOLLI, 

No, no, hang't I was. not afraid neither ----- tho' I 
confeſs he did in a manner ſnap me up- yet I can't 
fay that it was altogether out of Fear, but partly to pre- 
vent Miſchief ---- for he was a deviliſh cholerick Fellow: 
And if my Choler had been up too, agad there would have 
been. Miſchief done, that's flat. Aud yet I believe, if you. 
had been by I would have as ſoon have let him a had a 
bundred of my Teeth, Adſheart if he ſhould come juſt 
now when I'm auge, I'd tell him ---- Mum: 


D 3 SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 


. Un them) BELLMOUR, SHARPER. 


BELLMOUR. 
OU't a lucky Rogue; there's your Benefactor, you 
- ought to return him Thanks now you have receiv'd 


the Favour, 
or Folp Sight: I'm come to return my Thanks — ' 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. B45 X'S 

They won't be accepted ſo readily as the Bill, Sir. 
| B E L LMO UR. 

1 doubt the Knight repents, Im He looks like 
the Knight of the Sorrowful Face. 
. SHARPER. 

This is a double Generofity —— Do mea Kindneſs, and 
refuſe my Thanks -— But I hope you are 1 offended 
that Ie r'd em. | 
. Sir 708 EE WITTOLZ. 

May be Lam Sir, may be I am not Sir; may be Tam 
both, Sir; what then? I hope I may be offended, without 
any Offence to you, Sir. 

SHARPER, 
Hey-day ! Captain, what's the Matter? you can tell. 


BLUFFE - | 
Mr. Sharper, the Matter is plain Sir Foſeph has 


SHARPER. 
77 — Your Note was accepted, and the Mo- 


found out your Trick, and does not care to be put upon; 
being a Man of Honour. 


Trick, Sir? 


SHARPER. 


1 
U 
ö 
Er 
F 
-* 
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Sir FOSEPH WITTOL. 

Ay Trick, Sir, and won't be put upon, Sir, being e 

Man of Honour, Sir, and ſo, —ů—— 
SHARPER. 1 

Harkee, Sir Foſeph, a Word with ye — in Conſidera- 

tiow of ſome Favours lately received; I would not have 

you draw your ſelf into a'Premunire; by truſting to that 

Sign of a Man there That Pot-Gun charged with 


Wind, 
Sir 70 WFTTOLT. 
O. Lord. O Lord, Captain, come juſtifie your ſelf —— 
Ill give him the Lie if you'll ſtand to it. 
"SHARPER. | 
Nay then I'll be beforehand with you, take that—— _ 


Sir FOSEPH" WITTOLL. 
. will you ſee this? Won't you pink INT. 
| BLUFFE. | 
Hub, tis not ſo convenient now — T ſhall find a time. 
SHARPE R. 
What do you mutter about a Time, Raſcal - You 
were the Incendiary ---- There's to put you in Mind of 
your Time A Memorandum, [Kicks him. 
 _B-LUFFE. 
Oh this is your time, Sir, you had beſt make uſe ont. 
-— SHARPER. 
I Gad and fo I will: There's again for you. [Kicks hum. 
B LUF FE. 
You are obliging, Sir, but this is too publick a Place 
n But in your Ear, 766 W000; bo rem: 


again, 
SHARPER. | 

A7 thou inimitable Coward, and to be K 
Example. | [Kicks bim. 


D 4 BELL- 
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BELL MOUR; 


: Ha, ba, ha, pr ythee come away, tis L 


this Puppy, unleſs a Man were n * had no other 
r ec 


8 0 'E N E IX. | 
cs Jostrn WirTorLL, BLurFE. 
BLUFFE. 


ny ml reap fine · But as ans 


not this fine, Sir | Foſepht 

Sir FOSBPHIWITTOLI. 
Indifferent, agad in my Opinion very indifferent 

Tad rather go plain all my Life, than wear ſuch Finery: 
| BLUFFXz 
Death and Hell to be affronted thus! Il die before II 
ſuffer it. [ Draws. 

Sir FOSEPH W1TTOLL 

O Lord, his Anger was not raiſed before ---- nay, dear 

A Captain, don't be in Paſſion now he's gone ---- Put 


£ 


up, 
put up, dear . "tis your Sir Foſepb begs, n. me 


| ki thee; fo, ſo, put up, put up. 

| BLUFFE. 

By Heav'n tis not to be put u 

: Sir FOSEPH, WITTOLL 
What, Bully! 


Sr FOSEPH WITTO LL 


BLUFFS 


— 


No agad no more tis, for that's put up already; thy 


Sword I mean. 


2 1K 1 * 

Well Sir Poſeph, at your Entreaty ( But were not 
you, = Friend, _ and cuff d, and kickt ? 

8 [ Putting up his V word. 

| Sir 


} 
| 
4 
? 
| 
1 


* 
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Sir FOSEPH WITTO ET. 

| Ay; ay, ſo were you! too; no matter, tis paſt, 
 B LUFFE.. 

By the immortal Thunder of great Guns, tis falſe-=- he 
ſacks not vital Air, who dares affirm it to this Face, 

[Looks big. 

8 Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

To that Face I grant you Captain ---- No, no, I grant 
you Not to that Face, by the Lord Harry----If you had 
put on your fighting Face before, you had done his Buſi - 
neſs he durſt as ſoon have kiſt you, as kiekt you to 
your Face=--- But-a Man can no more help what's done 
behind his Back, than what's . we'll thisk 
no more of what's paſt. 

BLUF F E, 
I call 6 Ocuncil of War within to conſider of my Re: 


venge to come. 


1 . 2 - 
Ay > Nv t 
7 ( f g SETAC \ — 
I, \ ; " . Pf 


SCENE X. Sylvia Apartment. 
HzanTweELL SYLVIA 


S O N S. 
As Amoret and Thryſis lay 
Melting the Hours in gentle Play; 
Foining Faces, mingling Kiſſes, 
And exchanging harmleſs Bliſſes: 


He trembling cry d, with eager haſte, 
O let me feed as well as taſte; © 8 


I die, if Tm not wholly bla. 
Aer the Song, 4 Dance of Anticks. ad 
D 5 ST. 


- 
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=.» $8, PT 2, | 
Ide is erp Ie nne em 


| Day.” 


ARTE E. 1 of 
v has this prevail'd- for me, and r 
me? 
+$-PL FEA.” © 
If you could Sing and Dan l. 1 hols lore o net 


upon you too. wy - 


HEARTWELL 
Why 'twas I ſung and danc'd; I gave Muſick toithe 
Voice, and Life to their Meaſures Look you here 
Sylvia, [Pulling out a Purſe and chin king it.] here are Songs 


and Dances, Poetry and: Muſick —— hark! how ſweetly 
one Guinea rhymes to another and how they dance 


to the Mußck of their own+Chink. This buys all the 
rother-— and this thou ſhalt have; this, and all that' I 
am worth for the Purchaſe of thy Love Say, is 
it mine then, ha? Speak Syren —— Oons why do I look 
on-her ! Vet I muſt —— Speak dear Angel, Devil, Saint, 
Witch ; do. not rack me with Suſpence. 
| NS KELL I 
Nay don't ſtare at me ſo — You make me . 


I I cannot loo. 


HEART 1 E L "7 

Oh Manhood, where art thou! What am I come to?” 
A Woman's Toy; at theſe Years! Death. a. bearded Baby 
for a Girl to dandle. - O Dotage, Dotage! That, ever that 


noble Paſſion, Luſt, ſhould ebb to this degree . No re- 


flux of vigorous Blood: But milky Love ſupplies the emp- 
ty Channels; and, prompts me to the Softneſs of a Child 
— a meer Infant and od ſuck. - 1 yu. love me, 


Sylvia ? ſpeak. 
r t 5 4. 


I dare not fpeak ai 1 belive y0u/ and indhed I'm 
— 5 


HEARN 
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| >, HEAR TWELL. .. 

Death, how her Innocence torments and pleaſes me 
Lying, Child, is indeed the Art of Love; and Men are ge- 
nerally Maſters in it: But I'm ſo newly entred, you can- 

not diſtruſt me of any Skill in the treacherous Myſtery — | 


Now by my Soul I cannot lye, though it were to ſerve a 
Friend or gain a a 


114 | 

Muſt you lye then, if you ſay you love me? 

N HEARTV ELI. 

No, no, dear Ignorance, thou beauteous L 
Itell thee I do love thee, and tell it for Truth, ei 
Truth, which I am aſhamed to diſcover,” 

ST LIVIA 

But Love, they ſay, is a tender thing, that will ſmooth | 

Frowns, and make calm an angry Face; will ſoften a rug · 
Temper, and make ill-humoured People good: You 

look ready to fright one, and talk as if your Paſſion were 

not Love, but Anger. 

; HEART ELI. 

'Tis both; for I am angry with my ſelf when I am 
pleaſed with you —— And a Pox upon me for loving thee” 
ſo well — yet I muſt on ——'Tis a bearded Arrowy, 
and will more cafily be thruſt forward" than drawn back, 

STL 14. 
Indeed if I were well aſſur d . bur bow caw 


I be well affur'd? 
| HEARTWE L L. 

Take the Symptoms — and ask all the Tyrades of by: - 
Sex, if their Fools. are not known by this Party-coloured . 
Livery +- I am Melancholick, when thou art abſent; look 
like an Aſs, when thou art preſent ; wake for thee, when 
I ſhould ſleep; and even qream of thee,,when I am awake; 
ſigh much, drink little, eat leſs, court Solitude; am grown © 
very entertaining to my ſelf, and (as I am informed) ve- 
( Ty - 


* ** bt AS. > Aa. iO. > £2 * 


. Ty troubleſome to. every body elſe. If this be not Love, it 
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is Madnefs, and then it is pardonable----- Nay yet a more 
3 I give thee my Mony. 
. 8FTLVI 4. 

- a; but thee is no fign; for they ſay, Gentmen will 
give Money to any naughty Woman to come to Bed to 
them —.— O Gemini, I hope you don't mean ſo—- tor 1 
won be a Whore. 
H EARTV ZZ. 

The more is the. pity. _ [dſde. 

S$STLV 4. ; 

Nay, if you would marry me, you ſhould not come to 
bed to me- you have ſuch a Beard, — would ſo prickle 
one. But do you intend to marry me? 

HEARTWEL FL. 
That a Fool ſhould ask ſuch a malicious Queſtion! Death, 
1 hall be drawn in, before I know where [ am ---- How- 
ever, I find I am pretty ſure of her Conſent, If I am put 
to it. [ 4ſide.] Marry you? no, no, Fll * 
SYLVI A, 

Nay, but if you love me, you muſt marry me; what 

Jon'r 1 know my Father lov'd my Mother, and was mar» 


riad to her? | 
HEARTWHELLI. 
Ay, ay, in old Days People married where they lors; 
but that Faſhion is cbang'd, Child. 
S TL VIA. 
Never tell me that, I know it is not chang d by my 


7 for I loye you, and would marry you. 


' HARARTHWHELLI. 
Tn have my Beard ſhav'd, it baut hurt thee, and wen 
go to Bed - 
81 VI A. 
No, no, I'm not ſuch a Fool neither, but 1 can keep 


* honeſt; Here, I won't keep any thing that's 


yours, 


Te Ord | BATCHELOR. 


yours, 1 hate you n ug ar. 5 T never 
{ce again, cauſe you'd have me be naug G 

90 HEART ELI. | * 

Damn her let her go, and a good riddance Vet 
ſo much Tenderneſs ahd Beauty — and Honeſty together 
is a Jewel ---- Stay Sylvia But then to marry — Why 
every Man plays the Fool once in his Life: Bue to marry 
is playing the Fool all ones Life along. 

SYLFI A 
What did you call me for? 
HEARITWELZL, 

Fu give thee all I have: And thou thalt live with me in 
every thing ſo like my Wife, the World ſhall believe it; 
Nay. thou ſhalt think ſo thy ſelf ---- Only let me not think 


STL IA. 
No, I'll die before I'll be your Whore -»-- as well as I 


love you. 

a HEARTWEL E, 

A Woman, and ignorant, may be honeſt, when tis out 
of Obſtinacy and Contradiction ( But Sdeath it is but 
a may be, and upon ſcurvy Terms Well, farewell then 
-—ifl can get ou of Sight I may get the better of my 

Well—— good by. [Turns and Weeps, 

HE AR TWEL L, 

Ha! Nay come, we'll kiſs at parting. (Riſes ber.] By 

Heav'n her Kiſs is ſweeter than Liberty —— will marry 


thee there thou haſt don't. 2 Reſolves * 
in that Kiſs ——— once more. 


STLV 1A, 
But when? 
HEARTWELLI, 
Im impatient ul it be done) I mug,, 


S TL IA. 


pd - 
* — - La 8 
- 
T 
= 
= 
5 
GT | 
= 
= 
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Liberty to think, leſt I ſhould cool J will about 
a Licence ſtraight In the Evening expect me 
One Kiſs more to confirm me mad; ſo. 
STEVIA | 
Ha, ha, ha, an old Fox trapt 


5 0 E NE XI. 
LL her] Lucy. 
LESS me! you Ow me, I thought he had been 
come again, and had heard me. 

L UC. 

Lord, Madam, I met your Lover in as much baſte, as 
20x b for a Midwife. 

2 S TL VIA. | 

He's going for a Parſon, Girl, the fore-runner of a Mid- 

wife, ſome nine Months hence — well, I find diſſem- 
bling to our Sex is as natural as ſwimming to a Negro; we 
may depend upon our Skill to ſave us at a Plunge, tho 'till 
then we never make the enn hut ho haſt 
thou ſucceeded? 

L UCY 
As you would wiſh.—— Since: there is no reclaiming 
Fainlove.” I have found out a Pique ſhe has taken at him; 
and have fram'd a Letter that makes her ſue for Reconci- 
lation firſt. I know that will do —— walk in and I'll 
ſhew it you. - Come, Madam, you're like to have a happy 
Time on't, both your Love and Anger ſatisfied! — All 
that can charm our Sex conſpire to pleaſe you. 
That Woman ſurr enjoys a bleſſed Night, 
Whom Love and Vengeance both at once delight. 


75 End of the Third Act. 
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SCENE, The Street. 
BELLMOUR in Fanatick Habit, SETTER..-. 
- BEEL MOUR, | 
ES >) 8 pretty near the Hour, [Looking on his 
ch] Well and how Setter, he? does my 


TI Hypocriſie fit me, hz? does it fit eaſie on 
"TW me? 


| SETTER. 

O moſt religiouſly well, Sir. 
 BELLMOUR, 

I wonder why all our. young. Fellows ſhould glory in an 
Opinion of Atheiſm; when they may be ſo much more 
conveniently lewd. under the. Coverlet of Religion. 

- S EKT AZR. 

'Sbud, Sir, away quickly, there's Fondlewife juſt turn'd 

the Corner, and's coming this way. 
2 BELL M OUR. ' 
 Gads fo, there be is, he mult vor ſee me. At 


; | : SCENE 


. 
— 
2 * 
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— 
— 
ee T U —U—— Eos 


"SCENE . 


Fon pl EVI TE, BARANAB v. 


oN DLE ITE. 


10 Say, I will tarry at Home. 
| BARNABY 


But, Sir. 

FONDLEWI F E. 

Good lack ! I profeſs the Spirit of Contradiction hath 
poſſeſt the Lad — I fay I will tarry at home — Parke. 

| BARNABYT. 

I have done, Sir, then farewell 300 Pound, 

PFONDLEW LIFE, | 

Ha, how's that? Stay, ftay ; did you leave Word 27 

you with his Wife? With Comfort her ſelf ? 
BARNABY. 

I did; and Comfort will ſend Tribulation hither as ſoon a as 
ever he comes home I could have brought young 
Mr. Prig, to have kept my Miſtreſs Company in the mean 
time: But you fay —— 

FONDLIEWIFE. 

How, how, ſay Vuriet! I fay let him not come near 
my Doors. I ſay, he is a wanton young Levite, and pam- 
pereth himſelf up with Dainties, that he may look lovely 
in the Eyes of Women — Sincerely I am afraid he hath 
already defiled the Tabernacle of our Siſter Comfort; while 


ber good Husband is deluded by his godly Appearance - 


I fay, that even Luſt doth ſparkle in his Eyes, and glow 
upon his Cheeks, and that I would as ſoon truſt my Wife 
you a Lord's bigh-fed Chaplain. | 


B AR- 


% 
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BARN ABI. 

Sir, the Hour draws nigh and noting wilt 
22 'till you come. | 
| FONDLEWIFE. | 

And nothing can be done here till 1 8 — 80 that I'll 
tarry, d'ye ſee. 


BARNABY. 
And run the Hazard to loſe your Affair, Sir! 
FONDLEWIFE. 

Good lack, good lack I profeſs it is à very ſufficient 

2 for a Man to have a handſome Wife. 
BARN ABI. 

Never, Sir, but when the Man is an inſofficient Has 
band. *Tis then indeed, like the Vanity of taking a- fine 
_ and yet be forced to let Lodgings, to help pay the 

ent, 

FONDLEVIF E. 

I profeſs a very apt Compariſon, Vaylet. Go and bid 
my Cocky come out to me. I will give her ſome In- 
ſtructions, I will reaſon with her before I go. 


SCENE III. 


FonDLEWIPE lon, 


ND in the mean time, I will reaſon with my ſelf — 
Tell me Iſaac, why art thee jealous? why art thee 
diſtruſtful of the Wife of thy Boſom ? -=---- Becauſe ſhe is 


young and vigorous, . and I am old and impotent 
Then why didſt thee marry, 1/aac? ---- Becauſe ſhe was 


1 beautiful and tempting, and becauſe I was obſtinate and 


| doating ; 


— 
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| doating; ſo that my Inclination was (and is ftill) greater 
| than my Power ----- And will not that which tempted 


| thee, alſo tempt others, who will tempt her, 7/aac ? ----- ha 
| 1 fear it much ----- But does not thy Wife love thee, nay no 
duoat upon thee? - Ves Why then? · Ay, but to ev 


y truth, ſhe's fonder of me, than ſhe has teaſon to be; 
and in the way of Trade, we ſtill ſuſpe& the ſmootheſt 
Dealers of the deepeſt Deſigns ---- And that ſhe has ſome 
Deſigns deeper than thou canſt reach, th'haſt ban 


JVaac i But Mum. 0 th 
| Y ſe 
to 
pl 
1 7 8 n 
SCENE IV. 1 
| | 4 
LOND SITING L 4 117114. 5 
I, — 1 1 2 . 3 
Way * E TITI 4. | 

125 my deareſt Jewel is not going to leave me · 

are you, Nykin? Ap | 
| FONDLEWIFE, _ l 
lt Wife ----- Have you throughly confider'd how deteffa- . 
--ble, how beinous, and how crying. a Sin, the Sin of Adul- 1 


tery is? have you weighed it, I fay? For it is a very weigh- 
ty Sin; and although it may lic heavy upon thee, yet thy 
for means e will fall | 


upon. bis Head 
DB T1TIMh* | 
Y - Blefs me, what means, my Dear! 4 
— © :.- FONDLEWIFE. Aſide. 
1 profeſs, hacker on ing Eyes: 1 am.douktial; whips 
ther I ſhall truſt her, even with Tyibulation him ſelf - 
Speak, 1 fay, have — what © is 106 
Husband? 


* jour 


a 8 er 3 wk 45 


1 


SF 
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| TE TII TIA. Afide. | 
Tum amazed: Sure he has diſcover d nothing ---- Who 
has wrong'd me to my Deareſt? I hope my Jewel does 
not think that ever 1 bad any fuch thing in my Head, or 


ever will have. 
F ONDEEVIFE E. | 

No, no, I tell you I ſhall haye it in my Head -—= | 

LAEATITI A. Aſide. 

I know not what to think, But I am reſoly'd to find 
the meaning of it - Unkind Dear! Was it for this you 
ſent to call me; is it not Affliction enough that you are 
to leave me, but you muſt ſtudy toencreaſe it by unjuſt Suſ- 
picions? [Crying] Well Well you know my Fond- 
neſs, and you love to Tyrannize Go on cruel Man, do, 
Triumph over my poor Heart, while it holds; which can- 
not be long, with this Uſage of yours----- But that's what 
you want ----- Well, You will have your Ends ſoon ----=- 
You will---- Tou wil Les it will break to oblige you. 


(Sigh, 
6 FONDLEWIFE. 1 

verily I fear I bare carried the Jeſt too tar Nay, 
look you now if ſhe does not weep tis the fondeſt Fool 
----- Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, don't cry; 1 
was but in Jeſt, I was not ifeck. 

LATITI A, Aſide. 

Oh then all's ſafe. I was terribly frighted ----- My Af- 
fliction is always your Jeſt, barbarous Man ! Oh that 1 
ſhould love to this degree! yet - * 

le L | 

N. Cocky. 

lh LETITIA. 

No, no, you are weary of me, that's it kbar all, 
you would get another Wife another fond Fool, to 
break her Heart well, be as cruel as you can to me, II 
pray for you ; and when I am dead with Grief, * 

| | ve 


| thee—— ['] loſe all + 
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have one that will love you as well as I have done: I ſhall 
be contented. to lye at Peace in my cold Grave · ( fince it 


* pleaſe you. [JC 


FON DLEM IFA. 

Good lack, good lack, ſhe would melt a Heart of Oak 
------- [ profeſs I can held no longer —— Nay dear Cocky 
— Ifeck you'll break my Heart — Ifeck yau-will----- See 
you have made me weep — made poor Nykin weep — 
Nay come kiſs, buſs poor Nykin and I won't leave 


LETITI A. Aſide. 
How,! Heap u forbid! that will be curying the Jeſt too 
far indeed. 45 
g FONDLEWIFE.. 
wort you kiſs Nykin? 
2 LTI 14 
Go naughty Nykin, you don't love me. 
4 r 
Ki6, kiſs, ifeck I do. 
.L ATITI 4. 


| No you dent. «wx (be biſes lin. 
| |S: N DEF R. 
No ——b. Ry | "AY 
hou ſhalt ſay, for I'll leave it to ſtay with thee, 
indeed you fant Nykin If you don't go, III think you 
He, he, he, wilt thou poor Fool? Then I wil go, 1 


| What not love Cocky |! 
| LEATITI 4 
| FONDLEWTIFE. 
1 e I do love thee better than 30 Pound —— 
7 
LATITIA. 
No you ſhanꝰt negle& your Buſineſs for me No 
been dealous of me ſtill. 
FONDLEWIFE, 
W Cocky, kiſs Nykin, kiſs Nykin, 


— 
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E 


ee, ee, ce - Here will be the 
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Man anon, to talk 
0 ought to behave her 


LEATITI A. Aſide. 

1 hope to have one that will ſhew me how a Hueband 
ouphr-to behave himſelf ---- 1 ſhall be glad to learn, to pleaſe 
my Jewel. „i. 

FONDEEWIFE. 

That's my good Dear Come kiſs Nykin once more, 

and * | od in 80 —-Get you in, get you in. By, 


E TITIA. 
By Nykm. 
+ FONDLEWIFE. 
By Cocky. 
L ATI TI A. 5 
By Ny kin. | 
| | FON-D.LEWIFE. 
By Cocky, by, by. 


— 


_—_— | 
— e eee 8 


SCENE v. 


. V4 INLOYE, SuarR PER, 


| SHARPER, 
OW ! Araminta loſt! 
V-A'F-N'L'OVE. 
Jo con firm hat have * read th é 
. [Gives-a Letter. 


8 HAR ABA, reads, 
Ham hum And what then uppear da Fault, won Re- 
flecliom ſeems only an eſfect of a too powerful Paſſion, Im «> 
* too great a Proof of my own at this time I am 
in 


go The Our BATrCHLox. 
in Diſorder for what I have written. But ſomething, I know 
not what, forced me, I only beg a favourable Cenſure of this 


and your 
"SHARPER, - 
' Loſt! Pray Heav'n thou haſt not loſt thy Wits. Here, 
here, ſhe's thy own, Man, ſign'd and ſeal'd too ----- To her, 
Mana delicious Mellon pure and conſenting ripe, and 
only waits thy cutting up She has been breeding Love 
nen while, and juſt now he's deliver d of it. 
AINLO TE. 
erh en natimely Fruit, and ſhe has miſcarried of ber 


Love. 
$ H 4 R P Z R. 
. Never leave this damn'd, ill- natur d whimſey; Frank? 
Thou haſt a fickly peeviſh Ny + wy chew Love and 


eannor digeſt it 
74 INLOy E. | 
Yes, when I feed my ſelf But 1 
— By Heav'n there's not a Woman, will give a Man 
the Pleaſure of a Chaſe: My Sport is always balkt or cut 
mort I ſtumble. over the Game I would Purſue --———- 
"Tis dull and unnatural to have 'a Hare run full in the 
Hound's Mouth; and would diſtaſte the keeneſt Hunter --- 
I would have overtaken, not have met my Game. 
1 SHARPER. a 
However I hope you don't mean to forſake it; that will 
be but a kind of a Mungril rv, Dick, Well, are you 


for the Mall ? 
VAINLOPE. 

No, ſhe will be there this Evening Yes, 1 will: go 
too and ſhe ſhall fee her Error in — 
SHARPER. \ *© 
re: 

IRE. 4 l 


* 


4 
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y AINLOPVE. 
I ſhould diſappoint her if did not By her . 


ment I ſhould think ſhe expects it. 


S EN E vi. 
A Room in Fondlewife's Houſe. 


A Sanva ur lee ee in Fanatick-Habit, 
with a Patch upon one Eye, and a Book n 


SERVANT. 
ERP's a Chair, Sir, if you pleaſe to repoſe your ck. 
My Miſtreſs is coming, Sir. 
BELLMOUR, 
Secure in my Diſguiſe, I have out-fac'd Suſpicion, and 


even dar d Diſcovery ---—-- This Cloak my Sanity, and 


truſty Scarron's Novels my Prayer-Book . Mcthinks 1 
am the very Picture of Montwfar in the — 
Ob! ! ſhe comes, | 


Dr OD BArensrLox. 


SCENE VIL 


B-&L LM O-UR LATITIA. 


90 breaks Aurora through the Veil of Night, © © 
Thus fly the Clouds, divided by. ber Light, 


And ev'ry ” receives a new-born Sight. 
[Throwing off his Cloak, Patch, &c. 
*x A TTTI1 A. 
Thus frew'd with Bluſhes, like Ah! Heav'n defend me! 
W I Diſcovering him, ſtarss. 
*. BELLMO U. 
Your Lover. 
LATITIA, « 
© Vainlue's Friend! I know his Face, and he has betray'd 
me to him. [L/ade. 


BELL MOUR. 

..,You'reſurprized. Did you not expect a Lover, Madam? 
thoſe Eyes ſhone kindly-on my firſt Appearance, tho now 
they are oer-calt. 
i LATITIA. 

1 may well be ſurpriz'd at your Perſon and Impudence ; ; 
they are both new to me----- You are not what your firſt 

Appearance promiſed: The Piety of ow Habit was wel- 

come, but not the Hypoeriſy. 
3. LL oνα 

was wolcom ent not the Hypo: 


| 1 YT 4 
Who are you, Sir? You have miſtaken the Houſe ſure. 


BELL- 


e Rx AO Sd. Aha 


— 
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| BELLMOUR. 
I have Directions in my Pocket, which agree with 


*% 


every thing but your Unkindneſs. [Pulls out the Letter. 


L ZATITI A. 


My Letter! Baſe Vainlove! Then tis too late to diſſem- - | 


ble. * ide, ] Tis plain then you have miſtaken the Per- 
ſoa, [ Going . 

| BELLMOUR. 

If we part fo I'm miſtaken Hold, hold, Madam ---» 
I confeſs I have run into an Error — I beg your Pardon a 
thouſand times ---- What an eternal Blockhead am 1! Can 
you forgive me the Diforder I haye put you into — But 
it is a Miſtake which any Body might have made, : 


; LATI TI A. 
What can this mean! *Tis impoſſible he ſhould be mi- 
ſtaken after all this -A handſome Fellow, if he had not 


ſurprizʒ d me: Methinks, now I look on him again, I 


would not have him miſtaken. [ Ade. We are all a= 
ble to Miſtakes, Sir: If you own it to be fo, there needs 
no farther Apology. | 
BELLMOUR. 

Nay Faith, Madam, tis a pleaſant one; and worth your 
hearing. Expecting a Friend, laſt Night, at his Lodgings, 
till twas late; my Intimacy with him gave me the Free- 
dom of his Bed: He not coming home all night, a Letter 
was deliver'd to me by a Servant, in the Morning: Upon 
the peruſal I found the Contents fo charming, that I could 
think of nothing all Day, but putting em in Practice 
till juſt now. (the firſt time I ever look'd upon the 
Superſcription) I. am the moſt ſurpriz'd in the World to 
find it directed to Mr. Vainlove, Gad, Madam, I ask 
you a Million of Pardons, and will make you any Satis- 


faction. 
J) , 2 E LTI: 


Honour 


* » ͤ TO TO 


5 The Oro BitcatLor. 
LATITI A, 
+ Lam diſcover d—And either Vainlove is not guilty, or 
be has handſomely excus d him. | LA. 
* EL L u¶UR. 
You appear concern d, Madam. 
a 
I hope you are a Gentleman; and ſince you are 
privy to a weak Woman's Failing, won't turn it to the 
/Prejudice of her Reputation, You look as if you had more 


. 


BELLMOUR. | 
Aud more Love; or my Face is a falſe Witneſs, and 
deſerves to be pillory d No, by Heav'n, I (wear — 
LATITIA. 
Nay; don't ſwear if you'd have me believe you; but 


e de 
| BELLMOUR. 


Well, I promiſe — A Promiſe is ſo cold Give 

me leave to ſwear —— by thoſe Eyes; thaſe killing Eyes; 

Ip thoſe healing Lips —- Oh! preſs the foft Charm cloſe 
to mine. and ſeal em up for ever. 


111774 
| Upon that Condition. * la. Kiſes her 
| BELLMOUR. 
Lamm was in that Moment=—One more, upon any 
—— 
111714 


now I never ſaw any thing 40 1 
pudent. -I. ]: Won't you cenſure me for this, ndw ? 
— but in to buy your Sence, Ria] 4-0 wh 


am I doing! 

B x L LM 0 U R 
Doing! No Tongue can expreſs it — not thy own; 
mor any thing, but thy Lips. I am faint with Exceſs of 
Bliſs: ——— Oh, for „ lead me any whither, 
where 


2 


4 * 
* N 
* 
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where I may lye down; quickly, for I'm 4 1 a 


have a Fit. 
LETITIA, 
Bleſs me! What Fit? 
BELLMOUR. 
Oh, a ee feel the Symptoms. 
LATITIA. 
Does it hold you long? I'm afraid to carry you into 


my Chamber. 
g BELLMUO UX. 

Oh, no: Let me lye down upon the Bed; — the Fit 
will be ſoon over. 


Ny hy 2 e IDC a.” n 
SCENE VIII. 
SCENE Si. James“ Park. 
ARAMINTA and BELINDA meeting. 


BE LINDA. 
ARD, my Dear: [am glad I have met you —I have 
been at the Exrhange ſince, and am ſo tir d 
ARAMINTA, 
Why, what's the Matter ? 
BELIND A, 
Oh the moſt inhumane, barbarous Hackney-Coach! 1 
am jolted to a Jelly —— Am I not horridly touz'd? 
| Capi as une GL 
ARAMINT 4. 
Your Head's a little oat of order. 
BELIND 4. 
A little! O frightful! What a ue Phys 3 hank © 


rn © Gad, 1 hope es ty wil 


5s De Oup BA reno. 
Tote this Way, till 1 have put my ſelf a little in repair 
Ah] my Dear —— I have ſeen ſuch unhewn Crea- 
ures ſince —- Ha, ha, ha, I can't for my Soul help 
thinking that I look juſt like one of em — Good Dear, 
pin this, and I' tell you very well — So, thank 
you my Dear — But as I was telling you — Piſh, this 
is the untoward'ſt Lock — So, as I was telling you 
How dye like me now? Hideous, ha? Frightful Rill ? 
$ Or how? 
1 ARAMINT A. 
No, no; you're very well as can be. 1 
+ ; BELINDA. © 
* And ſo— But where did 1 leave off, my * I was 
4 Tx telling JOu —— 2 | p | | 
70 ARA MINT IJ. | 
You were about to tell me ſomething, Child but 24 
you left off before you began. 
5 BELIN DA. 

Oh; a moſt comical Sight: A Country Squire with 
|. the Equipage of a. Wife and two Daughters, came to 
3 Mrs. Szipwell's Shop while I was there But, O Gad 
Two ſuch unlick'd Cubs! | 

 ARAMINTA. 
1 warrant, plump, Cherry-cheek'd Country Gil. 
B ELINDA. 
Ay, O my Conſcience, fat as 'Barn-Door Fowl: But fo 
bedeck d, you would have taken em for Friex land Hens, 
with their Feathers growing the wrong way O ſuch 
Out- landiſn Creatures! Such Tramontana, and Foreigners to 
the Faſhion, or any thing in Practice! I had not Patience 
to behold—— 1 undertook the modelling of one of their 
Fronts, the more modern Structure — —— _, - 
ARA MIN T4 
bea 'me; Couſin) why would you affront any Body 
fo? JT might be Gentlewomen of a very good Family 
BELI * 


1 > 3 « 


inne , ee = 
a ' 


| ye 
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6 'BEEIND 4. © 
Of a' very ancient one, I dare ſwear, by their Dreſs 
— Pſhaw, how youre miſtaken! The poor 
Creature, I warrant, was as full of Curtſies, as if 1 hads 
been her Godmother: The Truth on't is, I did endeavour 
to make her look like a Chriſtian and ſhe was ſenſi- 

e of it; for ſhe thank'd me, and gave me two Apples 
piping hot, out of an Under- Petticoat Pocket —— Ha, ha, 
ha: And t'other did ſo ſtare and gape—--I fancied her like 
the Front of her Father's Hall; her Eyes were the two ſut- 
Windows, and her Mouth the great Door, moſt hoſpte » 
— 5 kept open, for the Artnr of rene 
Fli 


LRAMINTH: 
8e chen; you baue been diverted. What did they 


'BELIND A. 
Why, the Father bought à Powder-Horn, * an Al- 


manack, and a Comb-Caſe; the Mother, a great Fruz-, 
Tower, and a fat Amber · Necklace; the Daughters only 5 


tore two Pair of Kid - leather Gloves, with trying em on 


ny Oh Gad, here comes the Fool that din'd BY Lol 
Freelove's t'other Day. 


SCENE 1X. 


[To them] Sir Jos x v and BLUFFE., 
ARAMINT A. 
M A be he may not know us again. 
BELIND A. 
We'll put on our Masks to ſecure his I 
[They put on iber Audis. 
E 3 Sir 
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p * 
_ 
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75 The the Batenrt on; 
Sir FJOSEPHWITTOLLI, 
Ney: Gad, I'll pick up; I'm refoly'd: to make a Night 
ont I go to Alderman. Fondlewife by and by, and 


- get 5® Pieces mare from him, Adſlidikins, Bully, we'll 


wallow in Wine and Women. Why, this ſame Addera- 
Wine bas made me as light as a Graſhopper Hiſt, 
bift, Bully, doſt — ſee thoſe Tearers? [Sings] Look you 


what here is Look you what here is Toll -——» 
loll—— ders —-—- toll —— loll—— A Gad, tother Glaſs 
af Madera, and I durſt have attack d em in my own pro. 
per Perſon, n your help. 
5 LUFE FE. 

Come on then, Knight But dye know what 
to ſay to em? 
x, Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 


Say: Pooh, Pox, I've enough to ſay never fear 


it that is, n Truth is, I 


| have but a treacherous Memory. 


BEE TN DA. 
| © frightful! Couſin, What bal we do? Theſe thing 
| come towards us. | 
 ARAMINTA. 
No matrer — 1 ſee Vainlove coming this Way ——— 
and, to confeſs my Failing, I am willing to give him an 
Opportunity of making his, Peace with .me—— and to 
nd me of theſe Coxcombs, when I ſeem oppreſt with 
em, will be a fair one, 
- BLUFFE. 
Ladies, by theſe Hilts you are well met, 
ARAMINT A; 
We are afraid not. | 
BLUFFE, 
What 57 my pretty little Knapſac k Carrier? {To Bel: 
BELIND 4. 
. ©, monſtrous filthy Fellow! Good ſlovenly * 
Hufſe, 


_— 5 amy gn VT 
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Huffe, Bluffe, (what is your hideous Name?) be gone: 
You ſtink of Brandy and Tobacco, moſt Soldier-hke.. 
Foh. | . 
| Sir JOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Now am 1-ſlap-daſh down in the Mouth, and have not 
ene Word to ſay! hk { Afpde.. 
ARAMINTA4A, 

L hope my Fool has not Confidence 2 to be trou - 
bleſome. , Aci. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Hem! Pray, Madam, which way's the Wind ? 
ARAMINT A, 
| & pithy Queſtion Have you ſent your Wits. for 
a Venture, Sir, that you enquire ? 
Sir 20 SEPH WITTOLL. 
Nay, now Im I. can prattle like a Mag- 


pre. | [die 


" "SCENE X. 


[To them] SuARTER and VAINLOVE at ſome diſlance. 


BELIN DA. 
EAR Araminta, I'm tir d: — 5 
ARAMINTA.. 

Tis but pulling off our Maski, and obliging Paivlovs | 
* —_— us. Vl be rid of my Foot by fair Means 
ell, Sir Joſeph, you ſhall ſee my Face—— but, be gone 
imm. y —--- ſee one that will be jealous, to find 
me in Diſcourſe with you ------Be diſcreet ---- No Reply 3 
MER [Unmasks. - 
E 4 Sir 


* - - 


* 


7 F dis 
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Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
The great Fortune, that dined at my Lady Freelove's ! 
Sir Foſeph, thou art a made Man. Aged, I'm in Love up 
to the Ears. But I'll be diſcreet, and huſht, [4ſide, 
0 , | BLIUFFE. 
| Nay, by the World, Vl] fee your Face. 
| BELIND 4. | 
Tou ſhall, [Unmasks, 
2 ARPE R. 
Ladies, your humble Servant - we were afraid, you 
would not have given us leave to know you. 
we thought to have been private----- But we find Fools 
have the fame Advantage over a Face in a Mask, that a 
Coward has, while the Sword is in the Scabbard · 80 
were forced to draw in our own Defence. 


- 


BLUFFE, | 
" M Blood riſes at that Fellow: I can't ſtay where he 11 
and I muſt not draw in the Park. [To Sir Joſeph, 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
I wiſh I durſt ay to let ber know my Lodging. 


— 
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SCENE. Xl, 


AzANINTA, e MY e eee 


SHARPER. 

Tarn Ei is in true Beauty, as in Courage, tia 
. which narrow Souls cannot dare to admireä 

And lee, the Owls are fled, as at the break of Day. 
5B ELIN D A. | 

Very courtly —— l believe, Mr. Vainl-ve has not rubb'd 

his $146 fince break of Day neither, he looks as Lu 
| & 


' Fhe Orp BAreutlom t 
durſtnot approach ——— Nay, come Couſin, be Friends i" 
with him I ſwear he looks fo very Gmply, ha, ha, 
ha, Well, a Lover in the State of Separation from 
his Miſtreſs, is like a Body without a Soul. Mr. Fainlove, 
ſhall I be bound for your good Behaviour for the future? 
V'ATNLOV BR 

Now muſt I pretend Ignorance equal to hers, of what 
ſhe knows as well as I. Ad.] Men are apt to offend 
tis true) where they find moſt Goodneſs to forgive —— 
But, Madam, I hope I ſhall prove of a Temper, not to 
abuſe Mercy, by committing new Offences. . 

ARAMINE 44 

So cold ! 


Le. 
h B E LI N D 4. Rove 
I bave broke the Ice for you, Mr. Vainlove, and fo I 
leave you. Come, Mr, Sharper, you and I will take a 
Turn, and laugh at the Vulgar Both the great 
Vulgar and the ſmall . O Gad! I have a great Fa.. 
ſion for Cowley ——— Don't you admire him? 
| SHARPER. 
Oh Madam! Me was our Engliſh Horace. 
S ELIN DOA. 
Ah ſo fine! So extreamly fine! So every thing in thi - 
World that I like. Oh Lord, walk this Way — 
I .ſce a Couple, I'|! give you their Hiſtory. | 


Ls. 
ar 


Ks 


1 
* 
* 


* 


* * £ 


8 GENE XII. 
ARAMINTA, VAINLOVE, 
VAINLOVE. 
12 Find, Madam, the Formality of the tb os 
ferv'd, tho” the Penaky of it be diſpens d with; and an 
Offender muſt plead to his Arraignment, though he has his 
Pardon in his Pocket. 
FE ARAMINT 4. 

Fm amazd! This Infolence exceeds t'other ; 
whoeyer has encourag'd you to this Aſſurance pre- 
fuming upon the Eaſineſs of my Temper, has much'de-. 
cer you, and fo you ſhall find. 

AINLO VZ. 
Hey a „ eee Here's fine doubling. 


Lan. 
AR AMINT A. 
' Baſe Man! Wis it not enough to affront me with 
your ſawcy Paſſion? 
VAINL OVE. 
"You have given that Paſſion a much kinder Epichet than. | 
fawcy, in another Place. 
AR AMIN T A. 
Another Place! Some Villanous Defign to blaſt my Ho- 
nour But, tho'. thou hadſt all the Treachery and Ma- 
| lice of thy Sex, thou canſt not lay a Blemiſh on my Fame. 
—— No, 1 have not err'd in one favourable Thought of 
Mankind How Time might have deceiv'd me in you, 
T know not; my Opinion was but young, and your early. 
Baſeneſs has prevented its growing to a wrong Belief — 
Unwortby, and ungrateful! Be gong and never ſee me 


. ; VAI N- 
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AINILOy ZE. | 
Did I dream? Or do 1 dream? Shall I believe my Eyes, 
or Ears? The Viſion: is here ſtillVour Paſſion, Ma- 
dam, will admit of no farther reaſoning But here's 
a — Witneſs of your Acquaintance. 
s | [Eakes aut the Letter, and offers is: — 
and throws it away. + 
ARAMINT 4. 

There's Poiſon. in every thing you touch — Bliſter 


will follow 
FAINGLOFRL.: 
That Tongue, which denies what the Hands bave done. 
ARAMINT 4. 
Still myſtically ſenſeleſs, and impudent I find 
I muſt leave the Place. 
4 AINL 0 4 E. N 
No, Madam, I'm 28 Sbe knows her Name's to 
it, which ſhe will be unw to ex to . | 
of the firſt Finder. by n 


ARAM INT. 
Woman's Obſtinacy made me blind, to what Woman's 
Curioſity now tempts me to ſee... * up the Letter. 


NN DIET 
e => 8 
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SCENE XIII. 
BEL INDIA, SHARRER.. 


B ELIN D 4. 
TAT. we have ſpared no Body, I ſwear. Mr: Shay +- 
per, you're a pure Man; were did you get this er- 
cellent Talent of Railing? | | 


SHARs> - 


64 De Orp BatcurrLor, 
7 SHARP ERA. 

Faith, Madam, the Talent was born with me 
I confeſs, I have taken care to improve it; to qualifi me 
for the Society of Ladies, 


B BLIND A. 


- Wop ſure Railing is the * a Woman's 
Man. 


"0 CEN E XIV 
[To them] FooTMAn, 
SHARPER; 


HE ſecond beſt indeed I think. 
5 E L 7 R 
- How now, Pace? Where's my Couſin? 
| FOoo0FTMAN 

She's not very well, Madam, and has ſent to 1 if 
your Ladyſhip would have the Coach come again for you? 

4nd | 3 L100 4, 
1 O han no, [1] 80 along with ber. Come, Mr. Share 
TL 


Pg 


5 | - SCENE 
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bs SCENE xXx. | 
SCENE A Chamber in Fondlewife's Hoaſe. 


LATITIA and BELLMOUuR, his Cloak, Hat, &c. 
Hing looſe about the Chamber. | 


BELLMOUR. 
'ERE's no Body, nor no-Noiſe —— tas nothing 
but your Fears. 
LATITI A; 
I durſt have ſworn, I had heard my Monſter's Voice 
Iser, I was heartily „ e how 
my Heart beats, | 


BEEE MO UR. 
Tis an Alarm to Loy Come in again, n 
923 


FON DL EWIFE wit huot. 
Cocky, Cocky, where are you ge I'm come 
home. 
LETITI 4. 
Ab! There he is. Make haſte,” gather up your things, 
FONDLEWIFE. 
Cocky, Cocky, open the Door. 
BELEIMOUR. 
Pox choak him, would his Horns were in his Throat 
My Patch, my Patch. 
[ Looking about, and ir up his things, 
wc 8TLTI4. 
© My Jewel, art thou there? No matter for you Patch 
----- You $/an't tum in, Nykin ----- Run into my Chamber, 


J quickly. You samt tum in, 
FONDLE:> 


8 


Tb OLD BAren EL os: 
3 FONDLEV IEE. 
pr ythee, Dear, i' feck Pm in haſte. 


yo LETITI A. 
Then I'll let you i. | [Opens the Door. 


LATITIA, FONDLEWIPE, Sir-JosEPH WirTOLL, 


* 


g FONDLEWIFE. 
” ISS, Dear——1 met the. Mafter of the Ship by the 
| Way — And I muſt have my Papers of Accounts 
out of your Cabinet. 
Oh! I'm undone! Ale. 
1 i JOSEPH WHTOE. 


e Gil No me hape 50 1, good Alderman, for I'm in 
e. 


1 


FON DLT EE. 


A hundred has already been paid, by your Order. . 


T have the Sum in. pag in my Cloſet, 
v 5 


. ” — 
" > 1 - 
— W WW * / — 
| N. 28 Fi 
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SCENE XVII. 


LATITI A, Sr JOSEPH WITTOLL,. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 


A AD, it's a curious, fine, pretty Rogue I'll peak to 


her Pray, Madam, what News d'ye hear ? 
LATITI 4A. 32 
Sir, I ſeldom ſtir abroad. [al u in bft 
| ir 


1 av 


* — "Y 
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Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
I wonder at that, Madam, for is moſt: curious fine, 


| Weather, 
E EATIT I. 
Metbinks t has been very ill Weather. 
ö Sir J oSEPH WITTOLL, 


As you fay, Madam, tis pretty bad Weather, and has « 
been ſo a great while. 


= IRS . NF W = ERR Ls 


SCENE XVIII. 
[To them] FonDLEwIPFE. 


— FONDLEWIFE. 
HERE are fifty. Pieces in this Purſe, Sir Foſeph '——.. 
If you will tarry a Moment, till I fetch my Papers, . 
III wait upon you down Stairs. 
L ATI T 14. 

ö Ruin'd paſt Redemption ! What ſhall 1 do Ha! this 

| Fool may be of uſe. (4ſide.) CA,. Fondlewife is going into 
the Chamber, ſhe runs to Sir Joſeph, almoſt puſhes him down, . 
and cries out. Stand off,' rude Ruffian, Help me, my 
Dear —— O bleſs me! why will you leave me alone with 5 


ſuch a Satyr? 
FONDLEWIFE. 


Bleſs us! What's the Matter? What's the Matter? 
LATIIT IA. NT; 

Your Back was no ſooner turn'd; but like a Lion, he 

came open-mouth'd upon me, and would have raviſh'd a 


Kiſs from me by main Force, 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOULL, 


O Lord! O terrible Ha, ha, ha, is your Wife mad; 
Alderman ? 
4 LX. 
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reren 
oh! Tm ſiek with the Fright; won't you taks him 
out of my Sight ? 
| FONDLEWTI F E. 
Oh Traitor ! I'm aſtoniſh'd, O bloody. minded 1 
0] g 
Sic vos WITTOLL.. 
Hey-day ! Traitor your ſelf ---- By the Lord Harry, I 
was in moſt Danger of being raviſh'd, if you go to that. 
F ONDLEVIFE. 
| Ob, how the blaſphemous Wretch ſwears! out of my 
= Houſe, thou Son of the Whore of Babylon; Off- ſpring of 
Bell and the Dragon -=--- Bleſs us! Raviſh my Wife! my 
Dinah! Oh Shechemite ! Be gone I fay. 
| Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Why, the Devil's in the People,- I think. 


SCENE xxx. 
(lp eee 
en 


OO H! won't you follow, aud ee him out of Doors my. 


Dear? 
4 FONDLZWIFE. 
Til hut. the Door, to ſecure him from coming back 
ire me the Key of your Cabinet, Cocky ---- Raviſh 
my Wife before my Face! 1 Warrant he's. a Papiſt in his 
Heart, at leaſt, if not a French. Man. 
UESTLIE 
What can I do now! [.4/ide.} Oh l my Dear, I have 
been in ſuch. a Fright, that I forgot to tell you, poor 
Mr, Spintext has a. fad Fit of the Cholick, and is forced 


te 
fi 
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to lye down denen ee ou'l arb bin, 1 cu 
tread ſoftlier. 1 . B 


| FON DL E WI 2 8 

Alck poor Man ----- no, no--- you don't know the 
Papers----- I won't diſturb lim; give me the Key. 

[She gives him the Key, goes to the Chamber Door, and 
ſpeaks aloud. 
LEATITI A. 

'Tis no Bady but Mr. Fondlewife, Mr. Spintext, * ſtill 
on your Stomach; lying on yaur Stomach, will eaſe you 
of the Cholick. 


FONDLEWIFEZ. 
| Ay. ay, lye ſtill; don't let me diſtucb 6m 


SCENE XX. 


LAT I TIA alone. 
| LETITIA: 
8 E, when he does not ſee his Face, he won dif. 
cover him. Dear Fortune help me but this once, and 
Pl never run iato thy Debt again ----- But this bs 
is * Devil. 


SCENE 


| 
| 
| 
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SCENE XXI. 


FoxDLEWILE returns with Papers... 
N 


FONDLEWIFE. 


Oo lack! good lack! I profeſs, the poor 


Man is in great Torment, he lyes as flat —— Dear, 


you' ſhould heat a Trencher, or a Napkin — Where's 
Deborah? Let her clap ſome warm thing to his Stomach, 
or chife it with a warm Hand, rather than fail. What 
- Book's this? | [Sees the Book that Bellmour forgot. 


LEATITIA. 


Mr. Spintext's Prayer-Book, Dear - Pray Heay'n it be 


a. Pray er- Book. "4 | | [ Aſide. 
5 FONDLEWIFE + 
Good Man! I warrant he dropped it on purpoſe, that 


fat 


ions [ Taking up the Book] O bleſs me! O monſtrous! A 


Prayer-Book? Ay, this is the Devil's Pater-Nofter, Hold, 
| ter me fee; The Innocent Adultery. 


LATITIA. 


Misfortune! now alls ruin d again. Ale. 


BELLMOUR. Peeping. 


Damn'd. Chance! If I had gone a Whoring with the 
Practice of Piety in my Pocket, I had never been diſco- 


ver d. | 
FONDLEWIFE | _ 

- Adultery, and innocent! O Lord! Here's Doctrine! Ay, 

here's Diſcipline! yy 


gu might take it up, and read ſome of thoſe pious Ejacu- 


L X- 


* 
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 LATIT1 4. 
Dear Husband I'm amaz'd: --—--- Sure it is a good 
Book, and only tends. to the Speculation of Sin, 
FONDLEWIFE. 
Speculation! No, no; ſomething went farther than Spe- 
culation when I was not to be let in Where is this 


Apocryphal Elder! I'll ferrer him, N 
rr 
I'm fo diſtracted, I can't think of a Lie. [ Abde, 


SCENE XXII. 


ru and FoxDitwtire haling ont BriLLMOUR: 


| FONDLEWIFE. 
OME out here, thou A4nanias incarnate · Who, 
how now! Who have we here? 
LATITIA. ; 
Ha! [Shrieks, as ſurpriz'd, 
FONDLEWTIF E. 
Oh, thou ſalacious Woman! Am I then brutified ? Ay, 
I feel it here; 1 ſprout, I bud, I bloſſom, I am ripe-horn- 
mad. But who in the Devil's Name are you? Mercy on 
me for ſwearing, But ---- | 
LATITI A. 
Ob, Goodneſs keep us? Who's this? Who are you? 
What are you ? 


Soh. | F 
LEATITI AF. 

In the Name of the O] Good, my Dear, don't 
come near it, I'm afraid tis the Devil; indeed it has Hoofs, 
Dear. 

25 | FO Ns. 


BELL MOUR, 
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FONDE EVT R. 


' ated; l have Fiores, Dexr. The Devil) na, Tum 
afraid it is the Fleſh, thou Harlot. Dear, with the Pox. 


Come Syren, ſpeak, confeſs, who is this reverend, brawny 


rd 
LETITIA l 
"Indeed, and indeed now my dear Nykin - never fav 
this wicked Man before: "ISM 
FONDLIEWTIF E. . 
Ob, it is a Man then, it ſeems. 
L X TTTT A. 
Bader ſure it is a Wolf in the cloathing of a Sheep: 
FONDLEVWIFE, 

Thou, art a Devil in his proper Cloathing, Woman's 
Fleſh. What, you know nothing of him, but his Fleece 
here! ---- You don't love Mutton? — you Magdalen un- 
converted. | 

BELLMOUR. 

Well, now know my Cue . That. is, very « hos 

nourebly to excuſe her, and very impudently accuſe my 


ſelf. 
LATITIA. | 

Why then, I wiſh I may never enter into the Heav'n 
of your Embraces again, my Dear, if ever I aw his Face 
before, 

FONDLEV IE E. 

O Lord! O ftrange! I am in admiration of your Impu- 
dence, Look at him a little better ; he 15 more modeſt, I 
warrant you, than to deny it. Come, were you two 


never Face to Face before? Speak. 


BELLMOUR. 
Since all Artifice is vain ------ And I think my ſelf obliged 
to-ſpeak the Truth in juſtice to your Wife-.--- No, 
FONDLEWIEFE, 
Humph. 


IA 


TT — EY 


X. 
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L TIT IA. | 
No, indeed Dear. 
FONDLEWIFE. 
Nay, I find you are both in a Story; that I muſt con- 
feſs. Bur, what not to be cured of the Cholick ? 
Don't you know your Patient, Mrs. Quacł ? Oh, lye upon 


your Stomach, lying upon your Stomach will cure you of 
the Cholick. Ab! Anſwer me, Fexabely 


| LATITI 4. 

Let the wicked Man anſwer for himſelf; does he 
thiak that 1 have nothing to do but excuſe him; ttis e- 
nough, if I can clear my own Innocence to my own 
Dear, 

'. . SBvHTELLMOUR. 

By my troth, and ſo 'tis------- 1 Lave been a little too 
backward, that's the truth on't. 

 FONDLEWIFE. 

Come, Sir, who are you, in the firſt Place? And whas 
are you? 

BELL MOUR, 
A Whore-maſter. | 
FONDL : IF E. 
Very Conciſe. 
.I 4 
O beaſtly, impudent Creature. 
FONDLEVMI FEE. 
Well Sir, and what came you hither for? 
BELL MOUR, 
> -To lye with your Wife. 
FONDLEWIFE, 

Good again -A very civil Perſon this is, and I be- 
lieve ſpeaks Truth, - 
| L ATI TIA. 


x Oh, 3 Impudence! 
9 e 


| Miao 
| by 
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| FONDLEWIFE, 

Well, Sir Pray be cover'd ----- and you 4 
Hehl You have finiſh'd the Matter, heh? And I am, as J 

ſhould be, a fort of a civil Perquiſite to a Whore-maſter, 
call'd a Cuckold, heh. ls it not ſo? Come, I'm inclining 
to believe every Word you ſay. 

BELL MOUR, 

Why, Faith, I muſt confeſs, ſo I defign'd you=— But, 
you were a little unlucky in coming ſo ſoon, and hinder'd 
the making of your own Fortune. 

FONDLEWIFE, 

numph. Nay, if you mince the matter once, and go 
back of your Word, you are not the Perſon I took you 
for. Come, come, go on boldly ------ What, don't be a- 
ſham'd of your Profeſſion ----- Confeſs, confeſs, I ſhall 
love thee the better fort I ſhall, i feck ----- What, doſt 
think I don't know how to behave my ſelf in the Em- 
ployment of a Cuckold, and have been three Years Ap- 
prentice to Marimooy * Come, come, Plain-dealing is a 


Jewel, 
BELLMOUR. 
Well, ſince I fee thou art a good honeſt Fellow, Pl 
confeſs the whole Matter to thee. 
FONDLEWIFE. 
ob, I am a very honeſt Fellow ----- You never lay with 
nr das Wife in your Life. 
LATITIA. 
How my Heart akes! All my Comfort lyes in his Im- 
11 and Heav 'n be prais'd, he has a conſiderable Por- 
* 


by BELLMOUR, | 
In ſhort then, I was inform'd of the Opportunity of 

your Abſence, by my Spy, (for faith, honeſt Iſaac, I have 
a long time defign'd thee this Favour) I knew Spintext 


was to come 17 your — 4 
m, 


SSF 
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him, ond procured his Habit; in which, I paſid upon 
Servants, and was conducted hither, I pretended a 


Fit of the Cholick, to excuſe my lying down upon your 


Bed; hoping that when ſhe heard of it, her good Nature 
would bring her to adminiſter Remedies for my Diſtem- 
per ----- You know, what might have follow'd ------ But 
like an uncivil Perſon, you knock'd at the Door, before 
youu — was come to me. 

FONDLEVIF E. 

Ha! This is Apocryphal; I may chuſe whether I will 
believe ir or no. 5 

. BELLMOUR. 
That you may, faith, and I hope you won't believe a 
Word ont ----- But I can't help telling the Truth, for my 
FON DLEVIF E. 
How! would you not have bb believe y you, fay you? 
BELLMOUR. 

No, for then you muſt of Conſequence part with your 
Wife, and there will be ſome Hopes of having her upon 
the Publick; then the Encouragement of a ſeparate Main- 
tEnance -==-- 

FONDLEWIFE, 

No; no; for that Matter ---- when ſhe and I 1. ſhell 


carry her 06 Maintenance about her. 
EY #* 2 + ff £ 
Ah, cruel Dear, how ean you be ber You 
break my Heart, if you talk of parting. [Cries. 


FOND LEWTIFE; 

Ab, diſſembling Vermin ! 

BELL MOUR, 

- How can't thou be ſo cruel, Iſaac? Thou haſt the 
Heart of a Mountain- Tyger. By the Faith of a fincere 
Sinner, ſhe's Innocent for me. Go to him, Madam, 
fling your ſnowy Arms about his ſtubborn Neck; = 
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© bis- relentleſs Face in your falt trickling Tears. 
[She goes and hangs upon his Neck, and kiſſes him. Bell- 

mour kiſſes her Hand behind Fondlewite's Back. 

So, a few ſoft Words, and a Kiſs, and the good Man 

- melts. bee how kind Nature works, and — in 

„ 
8 8  LETITIA. 

Indeed, my Dear, I was but juſt come down Stairs 
when you knock'd at the Door; and the Maid told me 
Mr. Spintext was ill of the Cholick, upon our Bed. And 
_ won't you ſpeak to me, cruel Nykin? Indeed, III die, if 
you don t. 

Fo NDLEWIFE. X 
| Ah! No, no, I cannot ſpeak, my Heart's ſo full 
I have been a tender Husband, a tender Yoke- Fellow ; you 
know I have - But thou haſt been a faithleſs Dalilah, 
and. the W Art thou * vile and unclean, 
Heh? Spak, | [Weeping. 
| 5 ETITI 4. 
No- h. [Sighing, 
FONDLEWIFE. 4 
Oh, that I could believe thee! _ 
LA@ATITI A. 
Oh, my Heart will break. | [Seeming to faint, 
FONDLEWIFE. - 

| Heb, how! No, ſtay, ſtay, I will believe thee, I will, 

—— Pray bend ber forward, Sir. | 
Th -LEATITIA. 146 

Ok! Oh ! Where is my Dear? ; 

FONDLEWIFE, 

Here, here; I do believe thee. ---- 1 won't believe my 
own Eyes. | | 
4 | 5 E L L wa UR. 

en Part 1 ban 6 with the-Loye of your 
15 8 
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Turtle to you, that I'll go and ſollicit Matrimony with all 
my Might and Main. | 5 

FONDLEWIFE. 
Welh, well, Sir; as long as I believe it, tis well 
No Thanks to you, Sir, for her Virtue. - But, I'll ſhow 


you the Way out of my Houſe, if you pleaſe, Come, my 


Dear, Nay, I will believe thee, I do, i feck. 

BELL MOUR, | 

See the great Bleſſing of an cafie Faith; Opinion cannot 
err. 


No Huzhand, by his Wife, can be decei/d; 


End of the Fourth AF. 
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ACT V.'SCENE 1. 
8 CE N E, The Sire! 


BELLMOUR in Fanatic Habit, SETTER, 
HEARTWELL, Loe. 


BELLMOUR. 
Etter! Well encounter'd. 
; SJ S ETT IX. 
joy of your Return, Sir. Have you made 
a good Voyage? or bave you oe your 
own Lading back ? 
1 | BELLMOUR. 
No, | have 1 nothing but Ballaſt back — made 
a delicious Voyage, Setter; and might have rode at Anchor 
in the Port ill this Time, but the Enemy ſurpriz'd us ----- 


I would untig. 


I-attend- you, Sir . 
., _ BELLMOUR. 
Ha! Is not that Hearrwell at Sylvia's Door? Be gone 
quickly, III follow you : — I would not be known, Pox 
take em, axed ſtand juſt in wy way. 


SETTER. 


3] 


* * 
2 
ny 
ts, 
2 
— 


is n 


Form of Godlineſs? 


SCENE ll. N 
BELLMOUR, HEAR TWELL, Lucy, 


HEARTWE LI. 


5 Impatient 'till it be done. 
LUCY. 
That may be, without troubling your ſelf to go again 
for your Brother's Chaplain, Don't you fee that ſtalking ' 


HE ARTWELLDL. 
Olay; he's a Fanatick. 
LUCY. 
An Executioner qualified to do your Buſineſs. He bas 
been lawfully ordain d. 
HEARTV ELI. 
I'll pay him well, if you'll break the Matter to him. 
L UCI. 
I warrant you ------ Do you go and prepare your Bride.” 


NE: COWS aw tous 
SCENE III. 


BELLMOUR, Lucy. 


i B ELLMOUR, 
H vb, fits the Wind there? What 2 lucky 
Rogue am 1! Oh, what Sport will be here, if I can 
perſuade this Wench to Secrefie? | 
F 2 LUCT. 
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LUCY. 
Reverend Sir. FN 
Madam. 5 [Diſcovers himſelf. 
LUC 7. © 


Now, Goodneſs have Mercy upon me! Mr. Bellmour ! 
is it you? 
; B EL LMO UX. 
Even I. What doſt think? 
ZD. 
Think! That I ſhould not believe my Eyes, and that you 
Wear what you Kew to'be, 
-  BELLMOUR. 
True. C 
my old Token. [Kiſſes her 
LUCY. 
Nay, Mr. Bellmour: O Lard! I believe you are a Parſon 
in good earneſt, you kiſs ſo devoutly. 
BELLMOUR, 


Well, your Buſineſs with me, Lucy? 
or. | 


I had none, but through Miſtake. 
BELL MOUR 
Which Miſtake you muſt go thorough with, Lucy - 


Come, I know the Intrigue between 109! gta ge 


Miftreſs; and you miſtook me for Tribulation Spintexs, to 


- marry em Ha? Are not Matters in this Poſture? ---- 
Confeſs; - -- Come; Vl be faithful; 1 will 1 won 


LUCY, 


e You and Mr. Vainiove, between you, have 


2 my poor Miſtreſs: You have made a Gap in her Re- 
putation; and can you blame her R e a 


Husband ? 
| BELLMOUR. | 
Well, is it as I ſay? LUCT, 


=y . 
"Ry ” * a EL IR as. oa 1 
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LUCY. 
Well, is it then : But you'll be ſecret ? 
BELLMOUR. 
Phuh, Secret, ay: ------ And to be out of thy Debt, I 
truſt thee with another Secret. Your Miſtreſs muſt * 


marry” Heart well. Lucy. 
LUCY. 
How! O Lord! 
B ELLMO UX. 


Nay, don't be in Paſſion, Lucy: — ['I provide a fitter 
Husband for her. ---- Come, here's Earneſt of my good In- 
tentions for thee too; let this mollifie. ------- | Gives her 
Money.] Look you, Heartwell is my Friend: and tho' he 
be blind, I muſt not ſee him fall into the Snare, and un- 
wittingly marry a Whore. 

LUCY. 
Whore! I's have you to know my Milreſs ſcorns · 
B ELLMO UX. 

Nay, nay: Look you, Lucy; there are Whores of 4s 
good Quality. But to the Purpoſe, if you will give 
me leave to acquaint you with it. ----- Do you carry on 
the Miſtake of me: I'll marry 'em.----- Nay, don't paufe; 
lf you do, I'll ſpoil all. I have ſome private Rea- 
ſons for what I do, which I'll tell you within. In 
the mean time I promiſe, - and rely upon me, to 
help your Miſtreſs to a Husband: Nay, and thee too, 
Here's my Hand, I will; with a freſh Aſſu- 
rance. [Gives her mere Mbney. 
2 L UC. 

Ah, the Devil is not ſo cunning. ---- You know my 
eaſie Nature. Well, for once I'll venture to ſerve you; 
but if you do deceive me, the Curſe of all kind, tender- 


hearted Women light upon you. 


F 3 BET [> 
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BEL LMO UK. 
That's as much as to ſay, The Pox take me, Well, lead 


SCENE lv. 
VAINEOVE, SHARPER, and SETTER. 
SHARPER, 
'UST now, ſay you, gone in with Lacy? 
S ETT EEX. 


l aw him, Sir, and ſtood at the Corner where you 
found me, and over- heard all L laid: Mr. Bellmony is to 


- marry em. 

Ha, ha; twill be a 2 Cheat, — Tl plague 1 Heart- 
well when-1 ſee him. Pr'ythee Frank, let's teaze him; 
make him fret till he foam at the Mouth, and diſgor ge 
his Matrimonial Oath. * Intereſt =——— Come, thou'rt 
muſty | 


SETTER. 1 TY 

(To Sharper] Sir, a Word with you. = [Whiſpers him. 

VAINLOVYE. 

Sharper ſwears ſhe has forſworn the Letter I'm 
ſore he tells me Truth; but I am not ſure ſhe told 
him Truth: —-- Yet ſhe was unaffectedly concern'd, he 
ſays; and often bluſh'd with Anger and Surprize: --— 
And ſo I remember in the Park. She had Reaſon, if I 


wrong her -----I begin to doubt. 
SHARPER. 
Say'ſt thou ſo! . 
SETTER. 


This Afternoon, Sir, about 2n Hour before my Maſter 


recei d the Letter. 
SH A R- 
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SHARPER, 

In my Conſcience, like enough. 

SETTER. | 

Ay, I know her, Sir; at leaſt, I'm ſure I can fiſh it 
out of her: She's the very Sluce to her Lady's Secrets: -- 

'Tis but ſetting her Mill a going, and I can drein her of 
'em all, | 
SHARPER, 

Here, Frank, your Blood-Hound has made out the 
Fault: This Letter, that ſo ſticks in thy Maw, is coun- 
terfeit; only a Trick of Sylvia in Revenge, contriv'd by 
Lucy. | 

: V AINLOPVE,. 

Ha! It has a Colour, -------- But how do you know it, 

Sirrah ? 
SETTER, 

I do ſuſpe& as much; — becauſe why, Sir,. She was 
pumping me about how your Worſhip's Affairs ſtood to- 
wards Madam Araminta; as, when you had ſeen ber laſt? 
when you were to ſee her next? and, where you were to 
be found at that time? and ſuch like. 

VAINLOVE, 

And where did you tell her? 

| SETTER, 

In the Piazza. 

| VAINLOVE 

There I receiv'd the Letter-------- It muſt be ſo 

And why did you not find me out, to tell me this before, 


Sot ? "TY 
£ # 6 — 3 OP 
Sir, I was Pimping for Mr. Bellmour. 


| SHARPER. 
You were well employ'd:----- I think there is no Ob- 
jection to the Excuſe. 


F 4 | VAIN: 
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VAINLOPE. 
Pox o' my fawcy Credulity --- 1f I have loſt her, 1 de- 
ſerve it. But if Confeſſion and Repentance be of Force, 
PI win her, or weary her into a Forgivenefs, 
SHARPER, 
 Methinks I long to ſee Bellmour come forth, 


DEEDS 


SCENE YV. 


SHARPER, me, SETTER, 


SETTER. 
ALE of the Devil — See where he comes. 
| SHARPER. 
ing bimſelf in his proſperous Miſchief ---- No real 
et can look better pleas'd after a ſucceſsful Sermon 


of Sedition. 
| BELLMOUR. 
Sharper ! Fortifie thy Spleen: Such C Jeſt! Speak when 
thou art ready. 
SHARPER: 


Now, were I ilnatur'd, would I utterly Gappoiat thy 
Mirth: Hear thee tell thy mighty Jeſt, with. as much 
Gravity as a Biſhop hears Venereal Cauſes in the Spiritual 
Court: Not ſo much as wrinkle my Face with one Smile; 


but let thee look ſimply, and laugh by thy ſelf. 
BELLMOUR. 


P'haw, no; I have better Opinion of thy oy 
Gad, I defie thee. 
SHARPER, 


Were it not loſs of Time, you ak cite the Rear 
ment. But honeſt Setter, here, over - heard you with Zacy, 
— has told me all. 


BELL- 
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BELL MOUR. 

Nay then, I thank thee for not putting me out of 
Countenance. But, to tell you ſomething you don't know 
—— [I got an Opportunity (after I had marry'd em) of diſ- 
covering the Cheat to Sylvia.” She took it at firſt, as ano- 
ther Woman would the like Diſappointment ; but my Pro- 
wiſe to make her amends quickly with another Husband, 

ſomewhat pacify'd her. 

| SHARPER, 


But how the Devil do you think to acquit your {lf of 
your Promiſe? Will you marry her your ſelf ? 
BELLMOUR, 

I have no ſuch Intentions at preſent — Pr'ythee, wilt 
thou think a little for me? 1 am ſure the ingenious Mr. Sez- 
ter will aſliſt. | 
SETTER. 

O Lord, Sir! 
5 ELLMOUX. 
Tu leave him with you, and go ſhife my Habit, 


SCENE VI 


sATA SETTER Sir Joszen WIr rox, 
# and BLur gps. 


8 HARPER. 
EH ' Sure, Fortune has ſent this Fool hither on pur- 
poſe. Setter, ſtand cloſe ; ſeem not to obſerve em 
- and, hark-ye=— [Whiſpers. 
B E U F F E. 
Fear him not I zm prepar d for him now; and he 
ſtall ns he might have ſafer rouz'd a fleeping Lion. 
='y Sir 
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Su FOSEPHWITTOLL, 
Huſh, huſh : Don't you ſee him ? 
BLUFFE, 
Shew him to me. - Where is he? 
Sir FOSEPH ITTO LE. 
Nay, don't ſpeak fo loud -I don't jeſt, as I did a little 
. while ago---- Look yonder ---- A-gad, if he ſhould hear 
the Lion roar, he'd cudgel him into an Aſs, and his pri- 
mitive Braying. Don't you remember the Story in Æſop's 
Fables, Bully? Agad, there are good Morals to be pick'd 
out of Æſop's Fables, let me tell you that; and Reynard 


the Fox too. 
BLUFFE. 


Damn your Morals, 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, 


Pr'ythee don't ſpeak ſo loud. 
BLUFFE. | 

Damn your Morals; I muſt revenge the Affront done 

to my Honour. in 4 low Voice, 
Sir JOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Ay; do, do, Captain, if you think fitting ---- You may 
diſpoſe of your own Fleſh as you think fitting, d'ye ſee; 
But by the Lord · Harry, Tl leave you. 

, [Stealing away upon his Tip-toes, 
. BE UFTF's. 

Prodigious! What, will you forſake your Friend in Extre« 

Mity! You can't in Honour refuſe to carry him a Challenge. 
[ Almoſt whiſpering, and treading ſoftly after him, 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Pr'ythee, what do you ſee in my Face, that looks as if 
I would carry a Challenge? Honour is your Province, 
Captain; take it All the World know me to be 2 
Knight, and a Man of Worſhip. 

i R. 

1 warrant you, Pig T0 m inſtruched. 


SHAR- 
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SHARPER. 
Impoſlible! Araminta take a liking to a Fool! ¶ Aloud. 
SETTER. 
Het Head runs on nothing elſe, nor the cn talk of no- 


thing elle. 
SHARPER. 

I know ſhe commended him all the while we were in 
the Park; but I thought it had been only to make Vain- 
love jealous. 

Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
How's this! Good Bully, hold your Breath, and let's 
hearken, A-gad, this muſt be I. — 
SHARPER. 
Death, it can't be.---- An Oaf, an Ideot} a Wittal. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Ay, now it's out; tis I, my own individual Perſon. 
SHARPER, 

A Wretch, that has flown for Shelter to the loweſt 

- Shrub of Mankind, and ſeeks Protection from a blaſted 


Coward, 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
That's you, Bully Back. [Bluffe frowns upon Sir Joſeph. 
SHARPER. 

She has given Vainlove her Promiſe, to marry him be- 

fore ro Morrow Morning Has ſhe not? [ Io Setter. 
SETTER. 

She has, Sir; . have it in Charge to attend 
her all. this Evening in order to conduct her to the Place 
appointed, 


8 HARPER. 
Well, I'll go and inform your Maſter; and do you preſs 
her to make all the * imaginable. 


SCENE 


— 
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| e l 


SCENE VII. 
| SzTTER, Sir JosEpn WITTOLL, BLUFFE, 


ho ffs . 8. 4+: | | 

RE I a Rogue now, what a noble Prize could I 

diſpoſe of! A goodly Pinnace, richly laden, and 

to launch forth under my auſpicious Convoy, Twelve 
thouſand Pounds, and all her Rigging; beſides what lies 
conceal'd under Hatches — Ha'! All this committed to 
my Care! Ayaunt Temptation, —— Setter, ſhew thy ſelf 
a Perſon of Worth; be true to thy Truſt, and. be re- 
puted honeſt, Reputed honeſt! Hum: Is that all? Ay: 
For to be honeſt is nothing; the Reputation of it is all. 
Reputation! what have ſuch poor Rogues as I to do with 
Reputation? tis above us; and for Men of Quality, they 


are above it; ſo that Reputation is een as fooliſh a thing 


as Honeſty. And for my part, if I meet Sir Foſeph with 


a Purſe of Gold in his, Hand, TI diſpoſe of mine to the 


ha mere 2 
192414 4152 70 WITTOL3L. 


| Ueh, beh., beb ; Here tis for you, i'taith,, Mr, Setter. ö 


Nay, Pll take you at your Word. [ Chinking a Purſe. 
| SET FER. 
Sir Joſeph and the Captain too! undone, undone + I'm 
undooe, m my Maſter's undone, my Lady's undane, and all 
the Buſineſs is undone, 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLT. 

No, no, never fear, Man, the Lady's Buſineſs ſhall be 
dane. What— Come, Mr, Setter, I have over- heard all, 

* 't F A 1 and 
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and to ſpeak, is but loſs of Time; but if there be Occa- 


lion, bet thels worthy Gentlemen intercede for me. 
[Gioes him Gold. 
SETTER. 


O Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean? Corrupt my Honeſty! 
=——— They have indeed very perſwading Faces. But — 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
'Tis too little, there's more, Man. There, take all 
Now T 


SETTER, 

well, Sir Foſeph, you have ſuch a winning way with 

YOU -=-== 
Sir FOS EPH WITTOLI, 

And how, and how, good Serer, did the little Rogue 
look, when ſhe talk'd of Sir Foſeph? Did not her Eyes 
twinkle; and her Mouth water? Did not ſhe pull up her 
little Bubbies? And A. gad, I'm ſo overjoy'd———— 
And ſtroke down her Belly? and then ſtep aſide to tie 
her Garter, when fhe was thinking of her Love ? Hey, 
Setter! 


5 Ob, Yes, Sir. f 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLT. 

How now, Bully? What, melancholly, becauſe Pm in 
the Lady's Favour? —- No Matter, I'll make your Peace 
I know. they were a little ſmart upon you 
But I Rs” * 1 Jou into . TT" s good 
Graces, - 


SETTE K. 


B L UFF E. 
 Pſhaw, I have Petitions to ſhow, from other-gueſs 
Toys than ſhe. Look here; Theſe were ſent me this 
Morning —— There, read, [Shows Letters. | That —— 
That's a Scraw| of Quality. Here, here's from a Coun- 
tels too, Hum —.—No, hold — that's from a . 


- 
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Wie, ſhe ſent it me by ber Hausband But here, both 


thele are from Perſons of great Quality, 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
They are either from Perſons of great Quality, or no 


Quality at all, tis ſuch a damn'd ugly Hand. 


\ Whither! Whither > Which Corner-Houſe? 


[While Sir Joſeph reads, Bluffo whiſpers Setter. 
| O04 $4 DER 
_ Captain, I-would.do any thing r 


bs fo difficult —— 


BLUFFE, 
Not at all. Don't I know him? 
| L SETTER. W 
You'll remember the Conditions? 
kk. 4 BLUFFE. | 
yl give't you under my Hand —— In the mean time, 


here's Earneſt, _ [Gives him 22 Come, Os — 
I'm capitulating with Mr. Ser 


Sir 70 SEP H WITTOLL 


Ah, honeſt Serrer ; --=-Sirrab, I'll give thee any d 


but a Night's Lodging. 


SEVER) Nl © pets 
WD We [NAS La 2 


0 E N E Vil. 
SHARPER ging in HEARTWBLL 


SHARP ER. | 
AY, pr'ythee leave Railing, avd come along with 
me: May be ſhe mayn't be within, *Tis but 4 to 
vond Corner · Houſe, 1 
H E A R 19 E LL. 


SHA R. 


. 
- 
= 


If he ſhould not, I were a Fool to diſcover it 
diſſemble, and try him. [ Aſide.] Ha, ha, ha. Why, Tom, 
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SHARPF ER 
Why, there: The two white Poſts. 
HEART ELI. 
And who would you viſit there, ſay you? (O'ons, how 
my Heart akes.) - 
SHARPER. | 
P'ſhaw, thou'rt ſo troubleſome and inquiſitive — Why, 
Pl! tell you; *Tis a Young Creature that Vainlove debauch d, 
and has forſaken, Did you never r ber Bellmour chide him 


about Sylvia? | 
HEART ELI. | 
Death, and Hell, and Marriage! My Wife! [Abte, 
S8 HARPER. | 
Why thou art as muſty as a new marry'd Man, that 
had found bis Wife Knowing the firſt Night, 
HEART ELI. 
Hell, and the Devil! Does he know it? But, bold 
Pl 


Is that ſuch an Occaſion of Melancholy? Is it ſuch an un- 
common Miſchief ? 
SHARPER. 
No, Faith; I believe not. Few Women, but have 
their Year of Probation, before they are cloiſter'd in the 
narrow Joys of Wedlock, But, pr'ythee come along with 


me, or Fll go and have the Lady to my ſelf, Bw y George, 


[Gomg. 

H E ARTWEL T. 
O Torture! How he racks and tears me! —— Death! 
Shall I own my Shame; or wittingly let him go and 


whore my Wife ? No, that's 3 Oh, 
Sharper ! 
How now? . 4 n , 4” i , ' 7 


«wa is 
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HEARTWELL, 
Oh, I am - marry'd. * 
"SHARPER. 
(No bold Spleen.) Marry'd ! 
— HEARTWELL. 
Wager irrecoverably marry'd. - 
SHARPER. 
| Heav'n forbid, Man ! How long? 
18 HEARTWELL. © | 
Ob, an 1193 an Age * , hare been mary'd theſe 0. 


SHARPER. 


| My ll Batchelor marry'd ! That were a Jet, Ha, . | 


| HEARTWELL.. 
Death Dye mock me ? Heark ye, if either you e- 
ſteem my Friendſhip, or your ovyn Safety —— Come not 


' near that Houſe —— that Corner- Houle * hot * 


1 „ eee | 
| ' SHARPER. 
Mad, by this Light. 
Thus Grief ſtill treads upon the Heels of Pleaſure. 
"HOY A we may repent at Leiſure, 


ITEN's E. 


S Aar, — a 


S BTT EEX. 47 
S Experience find thoſe words miſphe's:_ | 
| r 4 


LO Maſter Heart well, CIOs 
3 * SH AR. 


— ö 
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SHARPER, 
Here again, my Mercury 
SETTER, | 

Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sir: I think my Atchieve- 
ments do deſerve the Epithet —— Mercury was a Pimp 
too, but, though I bluſh to own it, at this time, I muſt 
confeſs I am ſomewhat fall'n from the Dignity of my 
Function, and do condeſeend to be ſcandalouſly imploy'd 
in the Promotion of vulgar Matrimony. 

SHARPER, 

As how, dear dexterous Pimp? 

SETTER, 

Why, to be brief, for I have weighty Affairs depend- 
ing — Our Stratagem ſucceeded as you intended Bluffs 
turns errant Traitor; bribes me, to make a private Con- 
veyance of the Lady to him, and put a Sham Settlement 
upon Sir Joſepb. | 

SHARPER. 


O Rogue! Well, but I hope 
SETTER. 

No, no; never fear me, Sir J privately inform'd 
the Knight of the Treachery; who has agreed, ſeemingly 
to be cheated, that the Captain may be ſo in reality, 
| SHARPER, 
Where's the Bride? 

c , . 8 E TT E R. 

| Shifting Cloaths for the Purpoſe, at à Friend's Houſe of 
mine. Here's Company coming, if you'll walk this Way, 
Sir, III tell you, 


8 


SCENE 


% 
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„SSN E X. 


ene B ELIN DA, en n (a 
VAIN LOVE. 


VAINLOPVE. | 
H, twas Frenzy all: Cannot you forgive it ? »— 
Men in Madneſs have a Title to your Pity. 
[To Aramiata. 
. ARAMINT 4, 
| Which oy _ when they are reſtor'd to their 
Senſes, | 
5 4 1 NLOV E. 
I am not preſuming beyond a Pardon. 
AR AMINT A. 
You who cou'd reproach me with one Counterfeit, 
how inſolent would a real Pardon make you ! But there's 


no _ to forgive what 1s not worth my Anger, 


-: 14: ELIN DA. 

0 my Conſcience, I cou'd find in my Heart to marry 
thee, purely to be rid of thee—— At leaſt, thou art fo 
troubleſome a Lover, there's Hopes thou'lt make a more 
than ordinary quiet Husbard, + * N — 
a "  B'ELLIMOUR, 

" Bay you ſo ---- Is that a Maxim among ye? 

B E LIN D A. : 

Yes: You fluttering Men of the Mode have made Mar- 


riage a meer French Diſh. 


BELL MOUR, 
I hope there's no French Sawrce. [ {fide. 


BELIN- 


— 
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B ELIN D 4. 

You are ſo curious in the Preparation, that is, your 
Courtſhip, one would think you meant a noble Enter- 
tainment=---- But when we come to feed, tis all Froth, 
and Poor, but in Show. Nay, often, only Remains, 
which have been I knows not how mauy times warm'd 
for other Company, and at laſt ſerv'd up cold to the 


Wife, 
B ELLMO UX. 
That were a miſerable Wretch indeed, who could not 
afford one warm Diſh for the Wife of his Boſom - 
But you timorous Virgias form a dreadful Chimera of a 
Husband, as of a Creature contrary to that ſoft, humble, 
pliant, eaſie thing, a Lover; ſo gueſs at Plagues in Ma- 
trimony, in Oppoſition to the Pleaſures of Courtſhip. 
Alas! Courtſhip to Marriage, is but as the Muſick in the 
Play-Houſe, till the Curtain's drawn; but that Once: up, 
| then opens the Scene of Pleaſure. 
B ELIN DA. 
Oh, foh no: Rather, Courtſhip to Marriage, is as 
a yery wicty Prologue to a very dull Play. 


ye: eas 


SCENE XI. 
[Tb them] SnARr II. 


SHARPER, 
IS T. .- Bellmoyr : If you'll bring the Ladies, make 
haſte to Sylvia's Lodgings, before  Heartwell has 
fretted himſelf out of Breath. 


BELT 


- —— 


* 
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BELLMOUR, 

You have an Opportunity now , Madam, to revenge 
your ſelf upon Heartwell, for affronting your Squirrel. 

DG 


BEL IND A. 

o the filthy rude Beaſt! | 

ARAMINTA. | 

»Tis a laſting Quarrel: 1 chiak be has never been at 

our Houſe finde. 

BELLIMOUR., 

But give your felves the Trouble to walk to that {Cor- 

ner-Houſe, and II tell you by the way what may divert 


and ſurprize you. 


SCENE XII. Sylvis's Lodgings. 


_ HzarTtweLlL and Boy. 


HE ARTWEELLI, - © 
Geox forth, ſay you, with ber Maid! 
x BOT. 
There was a Man too that fetch'd ' em out — Sever 
I think they call'd him. 
HEART ELI. 8 
So-h — That precious Pimp too — Damn d, damn'd 
Strumpet ! Cou'd ſhe not contain her ſelf on her Wed- 
ding-Day? Not hold out till Night? O curſed State 


How wide we err, when apprehenſive of the Load of 


Life, 
—— 1 · 
"That Help which Nature wy 9 8 
Tv Man that Supplemental Self deſign'd; | 


388 


Te Or D BATrcRETOR. 117 


But proves a burning Cauſtick when apply'd: 
And Adam, ſure, cou d with more Eaſe abide 8 
The Bone when braten, than when made a Bride. 


SCENE XII. 


[To him) B £L.tLMoOuR, BET DA, VAINLOYE, 
ARAMINTA 


| BELLMOUR. 
OW George, what, Rhyming ! I thought the Chimes 
of Verſe were paſt, when once the doleful Marriage 
Knell was rung. 
e HEARTW ETL. 
Shame and Confuſion. I am expoſed. 
[Vainlove and Araminta talk 4. part. 
B ELIN D A, 
Joy, Joy, Mr. Bridegroom; I give you ſoy, Sir. 
HEARTWELLTI. 

Tis not in thy Nature to give me Joy A Wo- 
man can as ſoon give Immortality, g 
B ELIN DA 
Ha, ha, ha! O Gad. Men grow ſuch Clowns when 


are marry'd | 
ny BELL MOUR. 


That they are fit for no Company but their Wives. 
B ELIN DA. 

Nor for them neither, in a little Time — IT ſwear, at 
the Month's end, you ſhall hardly find a marryd Man, 
that will do a civil Thing to his Wife, or fay a civil thing 
to any Body elſe, How he looks already, Ha, ha, ba. 


BEL Is 


+ * 
— 


1 
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: | ANEATASE 


Ha ha, b. ts 
"HEARTWELL. 8 
Death, am I made your Laughing-Stock ? For you, 
Sir, 1 ſhall find a time; but take off your Waſp here, or 
the Clown may grow boiſtrous. I have a F]y-Flap. 
B ELIN DA. 


You have Occaſion for't, your Wife has been blown 


upon. 


-... ELLMuOURX. 
e 5 
g HE ARTW ELI. 
Not Fiends or Furies could have. added to my Vexation, 
ar any thing, but another Woman ——— You've rack's 
my Patience ; be gone, or by — _ 
BELLMOUR... 
Hold, hold. What the Deyil, thou wilt not ny v up- 
on a Woman! : 
4 5 W ALNLOVE. 
What's the Matter? 
\ AR AMINT A. 
Bleſs me ! What have you done to him? 
| 8 E1;N. Þ:4, 
Oaly touch'd a gall'd Beaſt till he winch's, 
* AINLO YE. 
Dellmaur, give it over; you vex aN too e 


all Erious to him. 
B E L T N Di. 


Nay, I ſwear, I begin to pity him, my ſelf. 
HEARTWELSZ, 

Damn your Pity —- But let me be calm a little —— 
How have I deſery'd this of you? Any of ye? Sir, have 
I impair'd the Honour of your Houſe, promis d your 
Siſter Marriage, and whor'd her? Wherein have I injur'd 
you ? Did I bring a Phyſician to your Father when - 

HEE. y 


wy HH © mos 


* „ — * „ 
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lay expiring, and endeavour to prolong his Lite, and you 
one and twenty ? Madam, have I had an Opportunity with 
you and bauk'd it? Did you ever offer me the Fayour that 
I refus'd it? Or 


BELIND A. | 
Oh foh! What does the filthy Fellow mean? * let 
me be gone. 
AR AMINTA, | 
Hag me, if I pity you; you are right enough fav, 
- BELLMOUR. 
This is a little ſcurrilous tho. 
P AINLO VE. 

Nay, tis a Sore of your own Scratching — wel, 
George ö 
HEARTYETLI. 

You are the principal Cauſe of all my preſent Ills. If Syl- 
via had not been your Miſtreſs, my Wife might have been 


honeſt, 
VAINLOV.E. 

And if Sylvia had. not been your Wife, my Miſtreſs 
might have been juſt — There, we are even — But have 
a good Heart, I heard of your Misfortune, and come to 
your Relief. 

HEARTWE, N L. 
When Execution's over, you offer a Reprieve. 
VF AINLOVE, 8 
What would you give? 
HEARTWELYTL. 
Oh! Any thing, every thing, a Leg or two, or an 
Arm; nay, I would be divorced from my Virility, to be 
divorced from my Wife. 
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SCEN K XIV. 
- [To them] SHARPER. 


r 
AIT H. that's a ſure way — But here's one can fe} 


you Freedom better cheap. 
SHARPER. 

Vainlove, I have been a kind of a God-Father to you, 
yonder. I have promiſed and vow'd ſome Things in your 
Name, which I think you are bound to perform, 

VAINLOPVE. 

No figning to a Blank, Friend. 

SHARPER. 

No, I'll deal oo Pre een a full and free 
Diſcharge to Sir Jeſeph Witzoll %, nyo boa, be for all 
Injuries whatſoever, done unto you by them, untl the 
preſent Date hereof — How X you? 

V 4 INLOVE. 

1 

Then , jet me beg the Ladies to wear their lüb a 
Moment. Come in, Gentlemen and Ladies, 

HEARTWELL. 


What the Devil's all this to me? 
V AINLOPE. 
Patience. 


SCENE 
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SCENE Tbe Laſt. 


_ {To them] Sir Jos zH VITToI T, BLUFFE, 
YE - SYLVIA, \'LUCYT, SETTER. 


5 6 BLUE FE. 

| AE L Injuries whatſoever, Mr. Sharper. 

| Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Ay, ay, whatſoever, Captain, flick to that whatſoc- 

| SHARPER. 

*Tis done, theſe Gentlemen are Witneſſes to the gene- 

ral Releaſe. . 


1 


VAINLOVE, 
Ay, ay, to this inſtant Moment - I have paſs'd an 
AR of Oblivion. 

BLUFFE. 
'Tis very generous, Sir, fince I needs muſt own —— 
| Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. | 
No, no, Captain, you need not own; heh, heh, heh. 
'Tis I muſt own---» | | 
| BLUFFE. 

—— That you are over-reach'd too, ha, ha, ha, only a 
little Art- military uſed · only undermined, or fo, as ſhall 
appear by the fair Araminta, my Wife's Permiſſion, Oh, 
the Devil, cheated at laſt ! [Lucy anmacks, 

Sir FOSEPH WITTO EL. 

Only a little Art-military Trick, Captain, only counter- 
mia d, or ſo ---- Mr. Vainlove, I ſuppoſe you know whom 
I have got---- now, but alls forgiven. 


| Vol. I, G V AIN- 
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AINLO y E. 
I know whom you have not got; pray Ladies con- 
vinee bim. | [Aram. and Bdlin, . 
| SrfOSEPH WITTOLLI. 
Ab ! O Lord, my Heart * —— Ah ! Setter, a Rogue 
of all ſides, | 
SHARPER. 1 
Sir Foſepb, you had better have pre this Gen- 
tleman's Pardon: For though Yamlove be fo generous to 
forgive the Loſs of his Miſtreſs--- - 1 know not how 
Heartwell may take the Lofs of his Wife. 
; I ybvia amm; 
HEARTWEL I. 
- My Wife! By this Light tis ſhe, the very Cockatrice 
----- Oh Sharper! Let me embrace thee ( But art thou 
dure ſhe is really marry'd to him? 
alba 15 4 +: 6k &.,* 
Really and lawfully marry'd, I am Witneſs, 
i SHARPER. 
Saler will enriddte to you. 
e nn 
8 ro E. 
Pray, Madam, who nn 
are like to be better acquainted. 
| SYLPFIA 
| The worſt of me, is, that I am your Wife 
SHARPER. 
Come, Sir Foſeph, your Fortune is not ſo bad as you 
Fear <---—- A fine Lady, and a Lady of very good Qua- 


Rey. 
8M FOSRPHWITIOULLY. 
Thanks to my Kaighthood, ſhe's n | 
: VAINLOVE.. -- 
fx That deſerves a Foal nb a better Tide Eray 
uſe her as my Relation, or you ſhall hear on't. 
| ; BLUSFE. 


£5 tas 4 —S. 
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BLUFF E. 


What, are you & Woman of Quality too, Spouſe? 
SETTER. 


And my Relation; pray let her be reſpected according- 


.- Well, honeſt Lucy, fare thee well I think, you 

| 89d 1 have been Play- enn 

ſeven Years. | 
LUCY. 


Hold your prating Im thinking - what V 
AC REES On 
Wars. 

: BLUF F E. 

No more Wars, Spouſe, no more Wars While I 
plant Lawrels for my Head abroad , 1 way find the 
Branches ſprout at home. | 

Bellmour, 1 approve thy Mirth, wad thank ther 
And I cannot in Gratitade (for I ſte which way thou 
art going) ſce thee fall into the ſame Snare, out of which 
. 

BELL AM OUR. 
But there b is a . in Marriage ----- For | Gad I'm 
ſolute. 

HEARTWELL. ; 

Then good Counſel will be thrown away upon you 
n— For my Part, I have once eſcap'd ———— And 
1 wed — 7 00 vn OY as an old 

W. 


mils + Js « 1 4201 VAINLOPE 


aud, 25.30 od Maid —— 
B E LL Mo U. 


Wanton as a young Widow 


N 


G 3 SHAR> 
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SH ARPER 


And jealous as a barren Wife. k 
HE AR TWEL EL, 
* B ETTMO U. 
Well; midſt of theſe dreadful Denunciations, and not- 


withſtanding the Warning and Example before me, 1 come 
mit my ſelf to laſting Durance. 
BELIND A. 


Priſoner, make much of your Fetters, 
{Giving-ber Heid, 


 BELLMOUR. 
Frank, will you keep us in Countenance? 
| VAINLOPVE. 
_ May" I yrelume to tops fo great s Beflng? 

ARAMINT AF. 

We had better take the Advantage of a itt of our 
Friends Experience firſt. | 

| ' BELLMOUR. © 
O' my Conſcience ſhe dares not Ladder to 
ſhau d recant. Aids.] Well, we ſhall have your Company 
to Church in the Morning May be it may get 
you an Appetite to ſee us W before! ye, ww; did not 


you tell me? 
SE TTE R. 
eee ee eee 


A DANCE. 


| BELLMOUR, | 
| Now br we feder a Journey for *. 
take your Fellow - Travellers. Old George, Im to ſee 
thee Kill plod on alone. | _ 


 HEART- 
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HE ARTVE LI. 
With gaudy Plumes and ginglingB eils made proud, 
The youthful Beaſt ſets forth, and neighs aloud. 
A Marning-$un his Tinſel'd Harneſs gilds, 
And 8 firſt Stage a Down hill Green-ſword yields. 
But, Oh---- 
What rugged Ways attend the Noon of Life! 
(Our Sun declines) and with what anxious Strife, F 
What Pain we tug that galling Load, a Wife! 
All Courſers the firſt Heat with Vigour run; 


But tis with Whip and Spur the Race is won. 
[ Exeunt 0910s. 


E PI LO GU E. 


Spoken * 1 BARRY. 


» AT a raſh Girl, who will al Hazard, e, 5h 
And be exjoy'd the” ſure to be undone; © 

Son as ber Curioſity is over, 

Would give the World ſhe could her Toy recover: 

So fares it with our Poet; and I'm ſent 

To tell you, be already does repent: _ 4 

Would yon were all as forward, to keep Lene: 8 

Now the Deeds dane, tbe Giddy-thrug has Leifure- 

To think #1 Sting, thas's in the Tail of _ 

Methinſs I Bea him iu Conſideration? 45 

IV bat weill ue Works ſay? Where's my Repei. 

Noto that's at ſtakee-= No, Foal, "tit out o'Fiftiion. 

If loſs of that ſhould follows want of Wir, 

How many undone Met were in the Pit! 

Why that's ſome Comfort to an Author's Fears, 

If be's an Aſs. he will be try\d by's Peers. 

Bat held I am exceeding my Commiſſion ; 

My Buſineſs here, was humbly to Petition : 

Bet we're ſo us to rail an theſe Occaſions, 

I could not help one. Tryal of your Patience: 


For 


EPILOGUE. 

For tit aur way (you know) for fear th worſt, 
To be before-hand ſtill, and cry Fool firſt. : 
How ſay you, Sparks ? How do you ſtand affected? 
J. ſwear young Bays within is ſo dejected, | 
"FT wou'dgrieve your Hearts toſee him ; ſhall Tcall bim? 
But then you cruel Criticks would ſo maul him! 
Jet, may be, you'll encourage a Beginner ; 

But how ? Fuſt as the Devil does a Sinner. 
Women and Wits are us'd een much at one, 


You gain your Ends, and damn em when you've done. 


4 
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Double-Dealer. 
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COMEDY. 


4 


ad 
T7 ©: 


—e— 


Interdum tamen, & vocem Comœdia tollit. 
Hor. Ar. Po: 
Huic equidem Confilio palmam do: hie me magni- 
nice effero, qui vim tantam in me & poteſtatem 
babeam tante aſtutiæ, vera dicendo ut eos ambos 
fallam. Syr. in Terent. Heaut. 
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To the Right Honourable 


Charles Montague, 


One of the 


Lords of the Treaſury. 


eg Heartily wiſh this Play were as 
25 perfect as I intended it, that it 
might be more worthy your 
EW — oy Acceptance; and that my Dedi- 
cation of it to you, might be more becom- 
ing that Honour and Eſteem which I, with 
every Body who is ſo fortunate as to know 
you, have for you. It had your Counte- 

"7 AG nance 
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nance when: yet unknown; and now it is 
made Publick, wants your Protection. 

I Would not have any Body imagine, 
that I think this Play without its Faults, 
for I am Conſcious of ſeveral. - I confeſs 
I deſign'd (whatever Vanity or Ambition 
occaſionꝰd that Defign) to have written a 
true and regular Comedy: but I found it 
an Undertaking which put me in Mind 
of Sudet multum , fruſtraqus laboret 
- auſus idem. And now to make Amends for 
| the Vanity of ſuch a Deſign, I do confeſs 
both the Attempt, and the imperfect Per- 
formance. Yet I muſt take the Boldneſs 
to ſay, I haye not miſcarry'd in the whole; 
for the Mechanical Part of it is regular. 
That I may ſay with as little Vanity, as a 
Builder may ſay he has built a Houſe ac- 
cording to the Model laid down before 
him; or a Gardner that he has ſet his 
F "180 in a Knor of ſuch or ſuch a Fi- 
gure. I deſign'd the Moral firſt, and to 
that Moral I invented the Fable, and do 
not know that I have borrow'd one Hint 
of it any where. I made the Plot as ſtrong 


as I could, becauſe it was ſingle, and I 
| made 


\ 
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The Epiſtle Deuicatory. 
made it ſingle, becauſe I would. avoid 
Confuſion, and was reſolved: to preferve 
the three Unities of the Drama. Sir, 
this Diſcourſe is very impertinent to you, 
whoſe Judgment much better can diſcern 
the Faults, than I can excuſe them; and 
whoſe good Nature, like that of a Lo- 
ver, will find out thoſe hidden Beauties 
(if there are any ſuch) which it wou'd 
be great Immodeſty for me to diſcover: 
I think I do not ſpeak improperly when I 
call you a Lover of Poetry; for it is very 
well known ſhe has been a very kind Mi- 
ſtreſs to you; ſhe has not deny'd you the 
laſt Favour ;, and ſhe has been fruitful ta 
you in a moſt beautiful Iſſue — If I break 
off abruptly here, I hope every Body will 
underſtand that it is to avoid a Commen- 
dation, which, as it is your Due, would 
be moſt eaſie for me to pay, and too trou- 
bleſome for you to receive. 

J have, ſince the Acting of this Play, 
hearken'd after the Objections which have 
been made to it; for I was conſcious 
where a true Critick might have put me 


upon my Defence. I was prepared for the 
At- 
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The Epifile Dedicatory. 
Attack; and am pretty confident I could 
have vindicated fome Parts, and excuſed 
others.z and where there were any plain 
Miſcarriages, I would moſt ingenuouſly 
have confeſs'd em. But I have not heard 
any thing faid ſufficient to provoke an An- 


fwer. That which looks moſt like an Ob- 


joction, does not relate in particular to this 
Play, but to all or moſt that ever have 
been written; and that is Soliloquy. 'There- 
fore I will anſwer it, not only for my own 
fake, but to ſave others the Trouble, to 
whom it may hereafter be Objefted. 

I. grant, that for a Man to Talk to him- 
felf, appears abſurd and unnatural; and 


indeed it is ſo in moſt Cafes; but the Cir- 


eumſtances which may attend the Occa- 
non, make great Alteration. It oftentimes 
happens to a Man, to have Defigns which 
require him to himſelf, and in their Na- 
rare cannot admit of a Confident. Such, 
for certain, is all Villany; and other leſs 
miſchievous Intentions may be very im- 
proper to be Communicated. to a ſecond 
Perſon. In ſuch a Caſe therefore the Au- 
| dience 


mo erer. 
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The Epiſtle — 
dienee muſt obſerve, whether the Perſon 
upon the Stage takes any Notice of them 
at all, or no. For if he ſuppoſes any one to 
be by, when he talks to himlelf, it is mon» 
ſtrous and ridiculous to the laſt degree. 
Nay, not only in this Caſe, but in any Part 
of a Play, if there is expreſſed any Know- 
ledge of an Audience, it is inſufferable. But 
otherwiſe, when a Man in Soliloquy rea- 
ſons with himſelf, and Pro's and Cons, and: 
weighs all his Deſigns: We ought. not to 
imagine that this Man either talks to us, or 
to himſelf; he is only thinking, and think-- 
ing ſuch Matter as were inexcuſable Folly 
in bim to ſpeak. But becauſe we are con- 
ceal'd Spectators of the Plot in Agitation, 
and the Poet finds it neceſſary to let us 
know the whole Myſtery of his Contri- 
vance, he is willing to inform us of this“ 
Perſon's Thoughts; and to that end is for c'd 

to make uſe of the Expedient of Speech, 
no other better way being yet invented for 
the Communication of Thought, © 
Another very wrong Objection has been 


made by {ome who. have not taken Lei- 
ſure 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 

fure to diſtinguiſh the Characters. The Hero 
of the Play, as they are pleas'd to call him, 
(meaning Mellefont) is a Gull, and made a 
Fool, and cheated. Is every Man a Gull and 
a Fool that is deceiv'd? At that rate I'm a- 
fraid the two Claſſes of Men will be reduc'd 


to one, and the Knaves themſelves be at a 
Loſs to juſtific their Title: But it an Open- 


\ hearted honeſt Man, who has an entire Con- 


fidence in one whom he takes to be his 
Friend, and whom he has oblig'd to be ſo; 
and who (to confirm him in his Opinion) 
in all Appearance, and upon ſeveral Tryals 


has been ſo: If this Man be deceiv'd by the 


Treachery of the other; maſt he of Neceſſi- 
ty commence Fool immediately, only be. 
cauſe the other has prov'da Villain? Ay, but 
there was Caution given to Mellefont in the 
firſt Act by his Fried Careleſs. Of what Na- 
ture was that Caution? Only to give the 
Audience ſome Light into the Character of 
 Maskwell, before his Appearance; and not 
to convince Mellefont of his Treachery; for 
that was more than Carele/s was then 
able to do : He neyer knew Maskwell 
28 7 guilty 


The Epiſtle Deatcatory. 
guilty of any Villany; he was only a ſort 
of Man which he did not like. As for 
his ſuſpecting his Familiarity with my 
Lady Touchwood : Let em examine the An- 
ſwer that Mellefont makes him, and com- 
pare it with the Conduct of Mastwell's 
Character through the Play. 

I would beg em again to look into the 
Character of Maskwell, before they accuſe 
Mellefont of Weakneſs for being deceiv'd 
by him. For upon ſumming up the En- 
quiry into this Objection, it may be found 
they have miſtaken Cunning in one Cha- 
racer, for Folly in another. 

But there 1s one thing, at which I am 
more concerned than all the falſe Criti- 
ciſms that are made upon me; and that 
is, ſome of the Ladies are offended. I 
am heartily ſorry for it, for I declare I 
would rather diſoblige all the Criticks in 
the World, than one of the fair Sex. 
They are concerned that I have repre- 
ſented ſome Women Vicious and Affect- 
ed: How can I help it? It is the Buſi- 
nels of a Comick Poet to paint the 
Vices 


The Eeifle Dedicarory: 

Vices and Follies of Human- kind; and 
there are but two Sexes, Male, and Fe- 
male, Men and Wonen, which have a 
Title to Humanity : And if I leave one 
Half of them out, the Work will be 
imperfect. I ſhould be very glad of an 
Opportunity to make my Compliment to 
thoſe Ladies who are offended: But they 
can no more expect it in a Comedy, than 


to be tickled by a Surgeon, when he's 
letting em Blood. They who are Virtu- 
ous, or Diſcreet, fhou'd not be offended, 


for ſuch Characters as theſe diſtinguiſn 
them, and make their Beauties more ſhi- 
ning and obſery'd: And they who are of 


fuch, by ſeeming not to be diſpleas'd, or 
touch'd with the Satire of this Comedy. 
Thus have they alſo wrongfully accus'd 
me of doing them a Prejudice, when I 
have in Reality done them a Service. 
Tou will pardon me, Sir, for the Free- 
dom I take of making Anſwers to other 


People, in an Epiſtle which ought wholly 


to be facred to you: But ſince I intend 
the 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory: 
the Play to be fo too, I hope I may take 
the more Liberty of Juſtifying it, where 
it is in the Right. 

I muſt now, Sir, declare to the World, 
how kind you have been to my Endea- 
vours; for in regard of what was welk 
meant, you have excus'd what was ill 
perform'd. I beg you would continue the 
ſame Method in your - Acceptance of this 
Dedication. I know no other way of ma- 
king a Return to that Humanity you 
ſhew'd, in protecting an Infant, but by 
enrolling it in your Service, now that it 
is of Age and come into the World. There- 
fore be pleas'd to accept of this as an Ac- 
knowledgment of the Favour you have 
ſhewn me, and an Earneſt of the real Ser- 


vice and Gratitude of, 
84 E. 


Dear vun cu. 


Humble PIN 


WILL. CONGREVE. 


To my Dear Friend 
Mr. CON GRE E, 
On his COMEDY, call'd 
The Double-Dealer. 
| W. L L ahis; ; the promit'd Hour is come at laſt; 

The preſent Age of Wit obſcures the Paſt ; 
Strong were our Syres ; aud as they Fought they Writ, 
Conquering with Force of Arms, and Dint of Wit : 
Theirs was the Giant Race before the Flood; 
And thus, when Charles Return d, our Empire Hood. 
Like Janus be the ſtabborn Soil mannr'd, 
With Rules of Huthandry the Rankneſs cur'd: 
Tam'd us to Manners, when the Stage was rude ; 
And boiſtrous Engliſh Wit with Art indu'd, 
Our Age was cultivated thus at length; 
But what we gain d in Skill, we loft in Strength. 


Oar Builders were with want of Genius curſt ; 
The Second Temple was not like the Firſt; 


"Till 


To Mr. CON GRE VE. 
Till Du, the beſt Vitruvius, come at length; 
Our Beauties equal; but excel our Strengtb. 
Firm Dorique Pillars found Your ſolid Baſe : 

The fair Corinthian crowns the higher Space ; 8 
Thus all below is Strength, and all above is Grace. V 
In eafie Dialogue is Fletcher's Praiſe : 

He mov'd the Mind, but bad not Pow'r to raiſe. 
Great Johnſon did by Strength of Judgment pleaſe: 
Tet donbling Fletcher's Force, he wants his Eaſe. 
In diff ring Talents both adorn'd their Age; 

One for the Study, other for the Stage. 

But both to Congreve juſtly ſhall ſubmit, 

One match'd in Judgment, both 0'er-match'd in Wit. 
In him all Beauties of this Age we ſee ; | 
Etheridge is Courtſhip, Southern's Parity; 5 
The Satire, Wit, and Strength of Manly Wicberly.) 
All this in blooming Youth you have Atchiev'd 

Nor are your foil d Contemporaries griev'd; 

So much the Sweetneſs of your Mauners move, 

We cannot Euvy you, becauſe we Love. 

Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he ſaw 

A Beardleſs Conſul made againſt the Lau, 
And join his Suffrage to the Votes of Rome; 
Though he with Hannibal was overcome. 

Thus old Romano bow'd 10 Raphael's Tame; 
And Scholar to the Youth be tanght, became. 
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To Mr. CONGREVE. | 
0+ that your Brows my Lawrel had ſuſtain'd; 
Hell bad I been depos'd, if you had Reign'd: 
The Father bad deſcended for the Jon; 
For only Tu are linzal 10 the Throne. 
Thus when the State one Edward did depoſe; 
A greater Edward in hit Room aroſe. 


Bat nom, not I, but Poetry is eurs'd; 


For Tom the Serond reigns like Tom abe Firft. 
Bat let em not miſtake my Patron's Part; 
Nor call bis Charity their own Deſert. 

Tet this I Propbeſie; Thou ſhalt be ſeen, 

{Tho' with ſome ſhort Parentbeſis between: ) ? 
High on the Throne of Nit; and ſeated there, 
Not mine (tha? little) but thy Laurel wear. 


"Toy firft Attempt an early Promiſe made; 


That early Promiſe this has more thas paid. 
So bold, yet ſo judiciouſly you dare, 


| That your leaſt Praiſe, is to be Regular. 


Time, Place, and Ackiau, may with Pains be wrought, 
But Genius muſt be born; and never can be taught. 
This is your Portion, this your Native Store ; 
Heav's, that but once was Prodigal before, 
To Shakeſpear gave as mach; ſhe could not give 


| vim more. ebe * 
VV 
For tis 1mpoſſible you ſhould proceed. 


Already 


To W. CONGGRE VE. 
Already I am worn with Cares and Age; | 
And juſt abandoning th Ungrateful Stage: 
Unprofitably kept at Heav'n's Expence ; 
I live a Rent-charge on bis Providence; 
But Na, whom ev'ry Muſe and Grace adore, 
Whom I foreſee to better Fortune born, * 
Be kind to my Remains; and ob defend, 
Againſt your Judgment, your departed Friend! 
Let not th* ſulting Foe my Fame purſue; 
But ſhade theſe Lawrels which deſcend to Da: 
And take for Tribute what theſe Lines expreſs : 
You merit more; nor could my Love do leſs. 


John Dryden, 


| 
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PROLOGUE. 
E poken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. | 


M ORS have this Way (as Story tells) to know 
Whether their Brats are truely got, or no; 
Into the Sea the Neu- born Babe is thrown, 
- There, as Iuſtiuct᷑ directs, to ſwim, or drown. 
A barbarons Device, to try if Spouſe 
Has kept religiouſly ber Nuptial Vows. 


Such are the Tryals, Poets make of Plays: 
Only they truſt to more inconſtant Seas ; 
Jo does our Author, this his Child commit 
To the tempeſiuons Mercy of the Pit, 8 
To know if it be truly born a Wit. 


Criticks avannt ; for you are Fiſh of Prey, 
And feed, like Sharks, apom an Infant Play. 
Be ev'ry Monfer of the Deep away; 

Let's a fair Tryal baue, aud a clear Sea. 


Let Nature work, and do not Damn too ſoon, 
For Life will ſtruggle long, ere it fink dows : c 
And will at leaſt 85 thrice, before it drown. 

Let us conſider, had it been dur Fate, 

Thus hardly to be prov'd Legitimate) 

f will not ſay, we'd all in Daxger been, 


Mere each to fuffer for bis Mother's Sin : 


But by my Troth I cannot avoid thinking, 
How nearly ſome good Men might have Jeep lun, 
© & Kt, 
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PROLOGUE. . 
Bat, Heav'n be prais'd, this Cuſtom is confin'd 
Alone to th* Offspri wu the Muſes kind: 
Our Chriſtian Cuckolds are more bent to Pity; 
I know not one Moor- flutband in the City, 
2 Eh Man's Arms the Chopping Baſtard thrives, 
thinks all bis own, that is bis Wife's. 


Whatever Fate is for this Play defign'd, 
The Poet's ſure he all ſome Confer: f ud: 
For if his Muſe has play'd him falſe, 45 worſt 
That can befal him, is, to be divorc d; 
You Huthands Fudge, if that be to be Cary. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


. E N. 


aka. A villa; pretended Friend | 
to Mellefont, Gallant to Lady Tuucl- C Mr. Betterton, 
wood, and.in Love with, Cynthia. I. 

Lord Touchwood, Uncle to Mellsfont. Mr. Kynaſton. 

Mellefont, promiſed to, * in Le Mr. Williams. 
with Cynthia. Y 


"at 


Careleſs, bis Friend, Mr. Verbruggen. 
Lord Froth, a folemn Coxcomb, Mr. Bowman, 
Brisk, a pert Coxcomb. Mr. Powell. 


Sir Paul Plyant, An Uxorious, Fooliſh, 
Old Knight; Brother to Lady Touch- Mr. Dogget, 
wood, and Father to Cynthia, 


WOMEN. 

Lady Touchwood, in Love with Mellt 2 2 Mrs. Barrey. 
Synthia, Daughter to Sir Paul by a: 
* Wife, promise to Mellefont, Sur 8. Bracegirale. 
Lady Froch, a great Coquet ; Pretender 

to Poetry, Wit, and Learning. Crs Mount fort. 
Lady Plant, Inſolent to her Husband, 
ieee Nee, Cons Lab. 


Chaplain, Bey, Formen, and Attendants. 


The SCENE, A Gallery in the Lord Toxch- 
woods Houle, with Chambers adjoining. 
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Double ler 


ACT I SCENE I 


A Gallery in the Lord Tonchwood's Houſe, with 
.C bambers — 


Enter Careleſs, Croſſing the Stage, with his Hat, Gloves, and 
Sword in his Hands; as juſt riſen from Table: — 
following him. 


MELLEFONT. | 

Ed, Ned, Whither ſo faſt ? What, add | 

Flincher! Why, you wo! not leave us? 
CARELESS. 2 

© Where are the Women? I'm weary of 

guꝛrling, and begin to think them the * 

ter Company. 

MELLEFO NT. 
Then thy Reaſon ſtaggers, and thou'rt almoſt Drank. 
H 2 CARE- 


148. The DouBLe-DEALER. 
F CARELESS. 
"No Faith, but your Fools grow noiſie and if a Man 


mais. endure the noiſe of Werds without Senſe, 1 thick 
the Women have more Muſical Voices, and become Now- 


ſenſe better, | 
| MELLEFONT. 

Why they are at the end of the Gallery; retir'd to 
their Tea, and Scandal; according to their Ancient Cu- 
ſtom after Dinner, --- -- Bat I; made a Pretence to follow 
you, becauſe I had ſomething to ſay to you in private, 
and I am not like to have many Opportunities this Even- 


ing. 
f | CARELESS. 
And here's this Coxcomb moſt critically come to inter- 
rupt Jou. 
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S GE NE IL 
[To them] Barons. 


BRISK. 


OTS, Boys, Lads, where are you? wha, do you 
give ground? Mort rgage for a Bottle, ha? Careleſs, 
this is your Trick; you're always ſpoiling 8 by 


3 
CARELESS. 


And thou art always ſpoiling Company by FH | 
into t. 


BRISK, 


Pooh, ha, ha, ha. I know you envy me. Spite, proud 
Spite, 1715. the Gods! - and burning Enyy ----- I'l be judg'd 
J 


. . W 
The DoußsLEDEAL ER. th» \ 
by Mellefont* here, who gives and takes Raillery better, 
you or I. Pſhaw, Man; when I fay you ſpoil Company 
by leaving it, I mean you leave no Body for the Com- 
pany to laugh at. I think there I was with you, ha? 
Mellefomt, p 


MELLEFONT. 5 
O' my Word, Brist, that was a home Thruſt; you have 

filenc'd him, We 
„ an AED 

Oh, my Dear Mellefont, let me. periſh, if thou art not 

the Soul of Converſation, the very Eſſence of Wit, and 
Spirit of Wine------- The Deuce take me if there were 
three good Things ſaid, or one underſtood, ſince thy 
Amputation from the Body of our Society. ------ — He! I 
chink that's pretty and Metaphorical enough: VGad I 
could not have ſaid it out of thy Company --»--- Careleſs, 


ba; | 

| CARELESS, 

l Hum, ay, What ist? 

6 | BRISK. | 
0. What ist! Nay gad I'll puniſh you for 


want of Apprehenſion: The Deuce take me if I tell you. 
MEL LEFONT, 
No, no, hang him, be has no Taſte,------- But, dear 
Brick, excuſe me, I have a little Buſineſs. | 
| CARELESS. 
Pr'ythee get thee gone; thou ſeeſt we are ſerious, 
MELLEFONT. 
We'll come immediately, if you'll but go in, and keep 
up good Humour and Senſe in the Company: Pr'ythee do, 
\ FY they'll fall aſleep elſe. TIEN 


DIS x. 
rea be they wil—.— well, 1 will, 1 will, gad you 
| VJ fhall command me from the Zenith to the Nadir. But 
be Deuce take me if 1 Gay a good thing till you come. 


1 H 3 4. But 


250 The DovsLe-Dza liz. 
- But pr'ythee, dear Rogue, make haſte, pr'ythee make 
thaſte, I ſhall Hurſt elſe, ----- And yonder's your Uncle, my 
Lord Touch 22 ſwears he'll diſinherit you, and Sir Paul 
Plyant threatens to diſclaim you for a, Son- in- Law, and my 
Lord Froth won't dance at your Wedding to Morrow; 
nor the Deuce take me, I won't write your Epithalamium 

M EL LETFO NT. 
Well, Þll ſpeak but three Words, and follow you. 
* [3 BRISK, > 

Enough, enough; Careleſs, bring your Apptehenſion a- 

bog with you, | 


NS 


8G FEN E III. 
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wk thay int CARELESS, 
ER T Coxcomb! 
MELLEFONT. | 
Faith ti a good+natur'd Coxcomb, and has very enter - 
taining Follies Jou muſt be more humane to him; 


at this Juncture, it will do me Service. I'll tell you, 
I Would have Mirth continued this Day at any rate; tho 
Patience purchaſe Folly, and Attention be paid with Noiſe; 
There ate Times when Senſe may be unſeaſanable, as well 
gs Truth. Pr'ythee do thou wear none to Day; but allow 
Brisk to have Wit, that thou may'ſt ſeem a Fool, 
CARELESS. 
Why, how now, why this extravagant Propoſition? 


MEL» 
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MELLEFONT. | 
O, I would have no room for ſerious Deſign; for I am 
jealous of a Plot. I would have Noife and -Impertinenee 
keep my Lady Due Head from "working : For Hell 
is not more buſie than her Brain, nor contains more 
than that Imaginations. 
CARELESS, 
I thought your Fear of her had been over---------- Is 
not to-morrow appointed for your Marriage with Cynthia 
and her Father, Sir Paul Plyant, come to Eule dhe Writings 
this Day, on purpoſe? * 
MELLEFONT. 

True; but you ſhall judge whether I have not Reaſon 
to be alarm d. None beſides you, and Mf ell, arc ac- 
quainted with the Secret of my Aunt Towchwood's violent 
Paſſion for me. Sinee my firſt Refuſal of her Addreſſes, 
ſbe has endeavour d to do me all ill Offices with my Un- 
cle; yet has managed em with that Subtilty, that to him 
they have borne the Face of Kindneſs; while her Malice, 
like a dark Lanthorn, only ſhone upon me, where it was 
directed. Still it gave me leſs Perplexity to prevent the 
Succeſs of her Diſpleaſure, than to avoid the i 
ties of her Love; and of two Evils, I thought my ſeif 
favour'd in her Averfion: But whether urg'd by her De- 
ſpair, and a ſhort Proſpect of the time ſhefaw, to accom- 
pliſn her Deſigns; whether rhe Hopes of Revenge, or of 
her Love terminated in the View of this my Marriage wirh 
Cynthia, 1 know not; n Morning ſhe en 
my Bed.- 


CAREL ESS. 
Was there ever ſuch a Fury! tis well Nature has not put 
it into her Sex's Power to raviſh,----- Well, bleſs us, pro- 
ceed, What follow'd ? 
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MELLEFON T, 
What at-firſt amaz'd me; for I look d to have ſeen her 
in all the Tranſports of a ſlighted and revengeful Woman: 
But when J expected Thunder from her Voice, and Light- 
ning in her Eyes; I ſaw ber melted into Tears, and huſh'd 
into a Sigh, It was long before either of us ſpoke; 


Paſſion had ty'd her Tongue, and Amazement mine —— 


In ſhort, the Conſequence was thus, ſhe omitted nothing 
that the moſt violent Love could urge, or tender Words 
expreſs; which when ſhe faw had no effect, but till 1 
pleaded Honour and Nearneſs of Blood to my Uncle; then 
came the Storm I fear'd at firſt: For ſtarting from my 
Bed-ſide like a Fury, the flew to my Sword, and with 
much ado I prevented her doing me or her ſelf a Miſ- 
chief: Having difarm'd her, in a Guſt of Paſſion ſhe left 
me, and in a Reſolution, confirm'd by a thouſand Curſes, 
not to cloſe her Eyes, till they had ſeen my Ruin. 
CARELESS. 

Exquiſite Woman! but what the Devil, does ſhe think 
thou haff no more Senſe; ibn to get an Heir upon ber 
Body to diſinherit thy ſelf. For, as I take it, this Settle- 
ment upon you, is, with a Nein * your Uncle have 
no Children, 711 


| MELLEFO * ＋. | 

It is ſo. Well, the Service you are to do me, will be a 
Pleaſure to your ſelf; I muſt get you to engage my Lady 
Phant all this Evening, that my pious Aunt may not work 
her to her Intereſt. And if you chance to ſecure her to 
your ſelf, you may i incline her to mine, She's bandſome, 
and knows it; is very ſilly, any thinks ſhe has Senſe, and 
haz an old fond Husband: 
: CARELESS, 

I confeſs, a very fair Foundation, for a Lover to build 


vpon. 
| MEL L E- 


— ar oper — A<> I 4 
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M ELLEFONTI. 5 

For my Lord Frorh, he and his Wife will be ſufficient- 
ly taken up, with admiring one another, and Brist's Gal 
lantry, as they call it. I'll obſerve my Uncle my ſelf; and 
Fack Maskwell has promiſed me, to watch my Aunt nar- 
rowly, and give me notice upon any Suſpicion. As for 
Sir Paul, my wiſe Father-in-Law that is to be, my dear 
Cynthia has ſuch a ſhare in his Fatherly Fondneſs, he would 
ſearce make her a Moment uneaſie, to have her happy 


hereafter, 
CARELESS, 

So, you have mann'd your Works: But I wiſh you 
may not have the weakeſt Guard, where the Enemy 
is ſtrongeſt, 5 NS 35706 

MELLEFONT:. 
5 Maskwell, you mean; pr'ythee why ſhould you ſuſpect 
im? | * 
CARELLSS. | 

Faith I cannot help it, you know I never lk d him; 
I am a little ſuperſtitious in Phyſiognomy. 

 MELLEFONT. ; 

He has Obligations of Gratitude, to bind him to mez 
his Dependance upon my Uncle is through my Means, 

| CARELESS, 
Upon your Aunt, you mean. 

| MELLEFONT. 
My Aunt! 


CARELESS, 

I'm miſtaken if there be not a Familiarity between 
them, you do not ſuſpect: Notwithſtanding her Paſſion 
for you. 

MELLEFON T. 

Pooh, pooh, nothing in the World but his Deſign to 
do me Service; and he endeayours to be well in ber E- 
ſteem, that he may be able to effect it. | 

Hs CARE- 
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TRIP CARELESS, 
Well, 1 ball be glad to be miſtaken; but your Aupt's 
Averſion in her Revenge, cannot be any way ſo efſectu- 
ally hown, as in bringing forth a Child to diſinherit yon. 


She is handſome and cunning, and naturally wanton. Ma- 
well is Fleſh and Blood at beſt, and Opportunities between 


them are frequent. His AﬀeGion to yay, you have con- 
feſſed, is grounded upon his Intereſt ; that you have tran- 
ſplanted; and ſhould it take Root in my Lady, 1 don't ſes 
what you can expect from the Fruit. 
MELLEFONT, 
I confeſs the Conſeguence is viſible, were your Suſpi- 
cions juſt. ---—Rut ſee, the Company is brake up, let's 


SCENE iv. 
ID them] Lord Tovcuwoop, Lond FroTh, Sir Paul 


PLYANT, and BRISK. 


| lord re U HWOO D. 8 
O UT upon't, Nephew - Leave your Father - in- 
p Law, and me, to maintain our Ground aganſt young 

eo . 


 - MELL EFO NT. | 
T beg your Lordſhip's Pardon - We were Juſt return» 


her Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Were you, Son? Gadsbud much better as it is 

Gord, Rrange! I (wear Lm almoſt tipfie ( · tother Bot- 

te would bare been too powerful for me,. as ſare 
as 


Ce wy... 2 
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as can be it would. We wamed yr Company: But 
Mr. Brit - Where is be? I ſwear and vow, he's a moſt 
facetious Perſon -----and the beſt Company. And, 
my Lord Froth, your Lordſhip is ſo merry a Man, he, he, 
be. 


Lord FRO IH. 

O foy, Sir Paul, what do you mean? Merry! © be- 
bereut! Id as lieve you call'4 me Fool. 
Sr PAUL PLYANT, 

Nay, I proteſt and vow now, tis true; when Mr. 
Brick your Lordſhip's Laugh does fo become you, 


be, he, he 
Lord FROTH, _ 
Ridiculous ! Sir Paul, you're ſtrangely anifakes. I bed 
Champagne is powerful, I aſſure you, Sir Paul, | laugh 
— 2 Jeſt but my own, or a Lady's; 1 aſſure yuu, 


| BRISK. | 

How? how, my Lord? what, affront my Wit! Let 

me periſh, do I never ſay any thing worthy to be laugh'd 
at? 
| Lord FROTH. 

0 toy, don't miſapprehend me, I don't ſay ſo, for I 
often ſmile at your /Conceptions, But there is nothing 
more unbecoming to a Man of Quality, than to Laugh; 
dis fuch a- vulgar Expreſſion of the Paſſion! every Body 
can laugh. Then eſpecially to laugh at the Jeſt of an in- 
ferior Perſon, or when any body elſe of the ſame Qualit 
does not laugh with one; ridiculous! To be pleaſed wit Rd 
what pleaſes the Croud! Now when I laugh, I always 


laugh alone, 
BRISK. 


I ſuppoſd that's becauſe you hugh at your own Jelts, 
Tgad, ha, ba, ha. 


Lird 
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>.Lad F AOT J. 
He, he, I ſwear tho, your Railxy provokes we to 8 


Smile, | 
q 5 R I s K. 
0 Ay, 417 Lord, it's a ſign 1 bit you i the Teeth if you 
ſhow | em. 
* Lord F K O T E. * 
" He, he, he, I fear that's ſo very pretty, I can't 1 for 
| "CARELESS. 
I find a Quibble bears more ſway in your Lordi s 
Face, than a Jeſt, 
Lord TO UCHWO, O D. 
Sir Paul, if you pleaſe we'll retire to the Ladies, and 
drink a Diſh of Tea, to ſettle our Heads, 
Sir PAUL PLIYANT. 
With all my Heart.. Mr. Brick, you'll come to 
u. — or call me when you 4h I'll be ER to laugh 
II. | | 


| {> VEE) R7 \V.QO% 
RON A LEN Wis 2 {HY FRO * YA 0 N 


8 Cc ENE V. | 
MzntLEFONT, CARELESS, Lord FROTR, BRISE. 


E L LEV ON. 
BU your Lordſhip never ſee Comedies? 
Lord F R OT H. 4 
O yes, ſometimes, — But I never laugh. 
 MELLEFONT. 
No? | 
| 8 Lord FRO TH. * 
Oh, no, Never laugh indeed, Sir. 


CAR E- 
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| CARELESS won won 5 

No! why what oye go there for? 3 | 
'To diſtinguiſh my ſelf from the Commonalty ,. 
mortifie the Poets; the Fellows grow ſo conceited, _ 
any of their fooliſh Wit prevails upon the Side - Boxes. 
1 ſwear, — he, be, he, I bave often conſtrain d my In- 
clinations to laugh, — be, be. he; $0: avald giving (hem. | 
Encouragement. | 
 MELLEFONT. 


You are cruel to your ſelf, my Lord, as wells mal 
cious to them, 


2 =£ — 


Lord F ROT K. 

I confeſs I did my ſelf ſome Violence at firſt, but now 

I think I have conquer d it. 
BRISK, 

Let me periſh, my Lord, but there i: ſomething very 
particular in the Humour; *tis true, it makes againſt Wit, 
and I'm ſorry for ſome Friends of mine that write, but 
-I'gad, I love to be malicious. . Nay, 
deuce take me there's, Wit in't too and Wit muſt 
be foil'd by Wit; cut a Diamond with a Diamond; no o- 
ther way gad. 


Lord FR OTA. TY 

I thought you would not. be long, before you found 

out _ Wit. N e 0 

0 CARELESS. 0 e ee 

Wit! In Why Where the Devil's. the 'Wit, in not 
laughing when a Man has a Mind to't? 

BRISK, | 

0 Lord, why, can't you find it 3 there 

'tis, in the not laughing Don't you apprehend 

me? —— My Lord, Careleſs is a very boneſt Fellow, but 

harkee, ---- you underſtand me, ſomewhat heavy, a lit- 

tle pays ane or ſo Why I'll tell you now: Sup- 


pole 
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E. now you come up to me Nay, pr'ythee Carele/; 
inſtructed. Suppoſe, as 1 wes ſaying, you come wp to 
me holding your Sides, and hughing, as if you would 
well I look grave, and ask the Oauſe of this immo- 
derate Wirth. You hogh on fill, and are not able 
to tell me-+--—- Still I Jook grave, not ſo much as ſmile. 
CARELESS. i 
Smile, no, what the Devil ſhould you Imile at, when 


you ſuppoſe I can't tell you? 
S RIS X. 


Phhavy, pſhaw, prythee don't interrupt me. — Bat I 
tell you, you ſhall tell me - at laſt —— But it mull 


be a great while firſt: 
CARELESS. 


Well, but pr'ythee don't let i be a great while, beenuſe 
Inn have it over. 
| AKA ISK. 


Wal then, you tell me ſome good feſt, or very 
Thing, laughing all the while as if 9 ey wit 
bet: fn. hear it, and look thus. —— Would not you 


be einde 
CARELESS. 


No; for if it were a witty Thing, I ſhonld not expect 


you to underſtand it. | 
Lod F ROTH, | 
O foy, Mr. Careleſs all the World allows Mr. Bri to 


have Wit; my Wife ſays, be has a great deal. I hope you 
think her a Judge, , 
BRISK, 


Pooh, my Lord, his Voice goes for nothing. -----I 
_ ean't tell how to make him apprehend.---- Take it t other 
Way. Suppoſe I fay a witty Thing to you I 
CARELESS 


| Then 1 Gall be difappointed indecd. 


ELI 


Ob latemperate! I have a fluſhing in my Face already, 
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MELLEFONT T. 
Let him alone, Brisk, he is obſtinately bent not to be 


iaſtructed. 


B XIVS X. 
I'm ſorry for him, the Deuce take me. 
MELLEFON T. 
Shall we go to the Ladies, my Lord? 
Lord F ROTH. 
With all my Heart, — bb 84 
em. 
1 E TL LET OV. 
Or, what ſay you to another Bottle of Champagne? 
Lord F R OT A. 
O, for the Unixerſe, net a Drop more I beſcech you, 


[Takes out a Pocket Glaſs and looks in i. 
BRISK. 
Let me ſee, let me fee, my Lord, I broke my Glaſs 


' that was in the Lid of my Snuff Box; Hum! Deuce 


take me, I have cacouraged a Pimple here too. 
[Takes the Glaſs and looks. 
Lord F R O T H. 
Then you muſt mortifie him with a Patch; my Wife 
ſhall ſupply you. Come, Gentlemen, allons, here is Com- 
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SCENE VI. 
Lady Toyenyeon and MASKWELL, | 
L hear no more.—Y'are falſe and uograteful; come, 
1 know you falſe. 


MASXWELL. 
I have been frail, I confeſs, Madam, for your Ladyſhip's 


Service, 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
That I ſhould truſt a Man, whom | _ known betray 
his Friend! | 
E. M ASKWELL, © 
What Friend have I betray'd? Or to whom? 
| Lady TOUCHWOOD, © 
| Your fond Friend Mellefont, and to me; can you deny 
N | 


I do not. 

Lady TOUCHWO 0 D. 
Have you not wrong'd my Lord, who has been a Fa- 
ther to you in your Wants, and given you Being ? Have 
you not wrong'd him in the higheſt Manner, in kis 


Bed ? 
MASXKWELL, 
With your Ladyſhip's help, and for your Service, as I 
told you before. I can't deny that neither. Any thing 
more, Madam ? 
Lady TOUCHWOO D. 
More ! Audacious Villain. O, what's more, is moſt 
my Shame, — Have you not diſhonour'd me? 


MASK ELI. 


MAS K- 
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_MASKWELLTLI. 

No, that I deny; for I never told in all my Life: So 
that Accuſation's anſwer'd; on to the net. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

Death, do you dally with my Paſſion? Inſolent Devil! 
But have a care, —— Provoke me not; for, by the E- 
ternal Fire, you ſhall not ſcape my Vengeance 
Calm Villain! -how unconcern'd he ſtands, confeſſing 
Treachery, and Ingratitude! Is there a Vice more black! 
— Ol have Excufes, thouſands for my Faults; Fire in 
my Temper, Paſſions in my Soul, apt to ev'ry Provoca- 
tion; oppreſſed at once with Love, and with Deſpair. 
But a ſedate, a thinking Villain, whoſe black Blood runs 
temperately bad, what Excuſe can clear! 

MASRV ELI. 
Will you be in Temper, Madam? 1 would not talk not 
to be heard. I have been [ She walks about diſorder d] 2 
very great Rogue for your ſake, and you reproach me with 
it; I am ready to be a Rogue till, to do you Service; 
and you are flinging Conſcience and Honour in my Face, 
to rebate my Inelinations. How am I to behave my ſelf? 
You know I am your Creature, my Life and Fortune in 
your Power; to diſoblige you, brings me certain Ruin. 
Allow it, I would betray you ; 1 would not be a Trai- 
tor to my ſelf ; I don't pretend to Honeſty, becauſe you 
know I am a Raſcal: But I would conviace you, from 
the Neceſſity of my being firm to you. 

Neceſſity, Impudence! Can no Gratitude incline you, 
no Obligations touch you? Have not my Fortune, and 
my Perſon, been ſubjected to your Pleaſure? Were you 
not in the Nature of a Servant, and haye not I in effect 
made you Lord of all, of me, and of my Lord? Where 
is that humble Love, the Languiſhing, that Adoration, 
which once was paid me, and everlaſtingly engaged? 
MASK 


hn, 
han, 
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MASKFWEL L, 

Fixt, rooted in my Heart, hene nothing can remove 
em, yet you — | 6 
Lady TOUCH 00D. 

Yet, what Jet ? 

MASK W E LI. 
? 2 miſconceive me not, Madam, when I ſay I have 
had a Gen rous and a Faithful Paſſion, which you had ne- 
ver favour d, but through Revenge and Policy. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD, 
Ha 
MASKIWEL L. 

Look you, Madam, we are alone, — Pray contain 
your ſelf, and hear me. You know you lov'd your Ne- 
phew, when I firſt ſigh'd for you; I quickly found it; 
an Argument that I Lov'd; for with that Art you veild 
your Paſſion, 'twas imperceptible to all but Jealous: er. 
This Diſcovery made me bold; I confels.it; fer by it, 1 
thought you in my Power. Your Nephew's Scorn of 
You, added to my Hopes; 1 watch'd the Occaſion, and 
took you, juſt repulſed by him, warm at once with Love 
and Indignation; your Diſpoſition, my Arguments, and 

ppy Opportunity, accompliſh'd my \DehGgn; I preſt the 
yielding Minute, and was bleſsd. How | have lov'd you 
ſince, Words have not ſhown, then how ſhould Words 


expreſs? 
Lady TOUCHFY/ 0.0 D. 

Well, mollifying Devil! — And have 1 not met your 

Love with forward Fire? 
MASKWELL., 

Four Teal 1 grant was ardent, but miſplac'd; there 
was Revenge in view; that Woman's Idol had defibd the 
Temple of the God, and Love was made.a Mock-Wor- 
1 and Heir would have edg'd young = 


ve 


ve 
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fent upon the Brink of Ruin, and left him none but you 
to.catch at for Prevention. | 
Lady TOUCHW OO D. 

Again, provoke me! Do you wind me like a Larum, 
only to rouze my own ſtill'd Soul for your Diverſion ? 
Confuſion ! 

MASKFVE LI. 

Nay, Madam, I'm gone, if you Relapſe — What neads 
this? I ſay nothing but what you your ſelf, in open 
Hours of Love, have told me. Why ſhould you deny 
it? Nay, hom can you deny it? Is not all this preſent 
Heat owing to the ſame Fire? Do you not love him ſtill? 
How have I this Day offended you, but in not breaking 
off his Match with Cynthia ? Which ere to-morrow ſhall 
be done, —— had you but Patience. 

| Lady TOUCHW OO D. 

How, what ſaid you, 'Maskwell, - Another Caprice 

to unwind my Temper? 

MASKWEL TL. 
By Heav'a, no; I am your Slave, the Slave e 
Pleaſures; and will not reſt till I have given you Peace, 
would you ſuffer me. 

Lady TOUCAHF O 0D. 

O, Mazkwell, in vain I do diſguiſe me from thee, thou 
know'ſt me, know'ſt the very inmoſt Windings and Re- 
ceſſes of my Soul. ----- Oh Mellefont ! I burn; married to- 
morrow !} Deſpair ſtrikes me. Yet my Soul knows I 
hate him too: Let him but ance be mine, and next im- 
mediate Ruin ſeize him. 

M ASKFESLTL. 

Compoſe your ſelf, you ſhall poſſeſs and ruin him too, 

——- Will that pleaſe you? 
Lady TOUCHIW OO 7D, 
How, how ? Thou dear, thou precious Villain, how? 


MAS E- 
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MASKWEL LIL. 
You have already been tampering with my Lady Plyant ? 
Lady TOUCHWOOD  _ 
I have: Sbe is ready for any Impreſſion I think fit. 
MASK ELI. | 
She muſt be thoroughly perſuaded that Mellefont loves 


her. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

dhe is ſo credulous that way naturally, and likes him fo 
well, that ſhe will believe it faſter than I can perſuade her, 
But I don't ſee what you can propoſe from ſuch a trifling 
Deſigns for her firſt converfing with Mellefont, will con- 
vince her of the contrary. 
Pe oh MASK ELI. 

I know it. -I don't depend upon it. But it will 
prepare ſomething elſe; and gain us Leiſure to lay a ſtronger 
Plot: If I gain a little Time, I ſhall not want Contrivance, 


One Minute gives Invenſion to » 
. What, to rebuild, will a whole Age employ. 


. $54 ke eine ene 
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ACT IL SCENE. L 


Lady FROTH and CYNTHIA. 


tw FL AE 

SERISESIEN D E ED, Madam! Is it poſſible your La- 

S>- dyſhip could have been ſo much in Love? 

Lady FROTH. 

Wy I could not ſleep one Wink for three 
= Weeks together. 
n CC rNTE IA. | 
Prodigious! I wonder, want of Sleep, and ſo much 
Love, and ſo much Wit as your Ladyſhip has, did not 
turn your Brain, 


Lady FROTH. 

O my dear Cynthia, you muſt not rally your Friend ---- 
But really, as you ſay, I wonder too, ---- But then I had 
2 way. For between you and I, I had Whimſies and 
Vapours, but I gave them Vent. 

CIYNTHI 4. 
How pray, Madam? 
Lady FR O T H. 
O I writ, writ abundantly, ---- Do you never write? 
CYNTHI 4, 
Write, what ? | 
Lady F R O T R. 

Songs, Elegies, Satires, Encomiums, Panegyricks, Lam- 

poons, Plays, or Heroick Poems. 


CTN- 
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O Lord, not I, Madam; I'm content to be a cour- 

teous Reader. 


_S . 
—2 —— — ——_ 


Lady, FROTH. 
0 Inconſiſtent! In Love, and not write! If my Lord 


and I had been both of your Temper, we had never 
come together. — bless me ale a | fad thing” would 


met ! * 
CY N T8 1 
Then neither my Lord nor you would ever fave met 
en. Match, on my Conſcience. | 
| Lady F-R O T H. 
O my Coaſcielve no more we ſhouldz. thou ſay ſt 


man, and as much a Man of Quality! Ah! Nothing at 
all of the common Air, ---- I think 1 may ſay be wants 
[| nothing. but a blus Ribbon and a Star, to make him ſhine 
1 the very Phoſphorus. of our Hemiſphere, Do you un- 


em to you. 


C TNT HI A. 
Ves, yes, Madam, I'm not ſo Ignorent. - At leaſt 
I won't own it, to be troubled: with your Inſtructions. 


LH. 
Nay, I beg your Pardon; but being derivd from the 
Greek, I thought you might have eſcap'd the Etymology. 
---- But I'm the mote amaz d, to find you a Woman of 
Letters, and not write! Bleſs me!- how can Mellefont be- 
lieve you love him? 
CYNTHI A, 


ſhall never have it under my Hand, 


that have been, if my Lord ind I ſhould never have 


right------ for {ure my Lord Frech is as ſino a Gentle- 


derſtand. thoſe two hard Words ? If you don't, I'll explain 


Why Faith, Madam, he that won't take my Word, 


Lady 
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I vow- Mellefnt's a pretty Ovation; but methinks he 

wants a "NE. | | | 
| CYNTHI A. 
A Manner ! What's that, Madam? 

Lady FROTH. 

Some diſtinguiſning Quality; as for Example, the Bel- 

ai or Brillant.of Mr: Brist; the Solemnity, yet Complai- 

ſince of my Lord, or ſomething of his own that ſhould 


look-a little Fe-ne-ſcay-quoyz he is too — a Mediocrity, 


in my Mind. 
CYNTHI 4: | 
He does not indeed affect either Pertneſs or Formality; 
for which I like him : Here he comes. 
Lady FROTH. 
And my Lord _ bim : Pray obſerve the Difference, 


SCENE II. 


In them) Lord FRoTH, MELLEFONT, 
and BRIS x. 


CYNTHI A. 
]Mpertiocat Creature! I could ajmoſt be angry with ber 
now, [ Aſide. 
Lady F ROTH, 

My Lord, I have been telling Cynthia, how much 1 
have been in Love with you; I ſwear I have; I'm not 
aſham'd to own it now; Ah! it makes my Heart leap, 
I vow I figh when I think on't: My Dear Lord! Ha, 
ba, ha, do you remember, my Lord? 

[Squeezes him by the Hand, looks kindly on "has, 2 gh, 
and then * out. 
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Lord F,RO TH. 

Pleaſant Creature ! perfectly well: ab.! that Look, ay, 
there it is; who could reſiſt ! twas ſo my Heart was 
made a Captive firſt, and ever ſince t nnn 
with happy Slavery. | 
Lady FRO T . 

O that Tongue, that dear deceitful Tongue! that char- 
ming Softneſs in your Mien and your Expreſſion, and 
then your Bow ! Good my Lord, bow as you did when 


I gave you my Picture; here, ſuppoſe this my Picture 


Gives him a Pocket-Glaſs, 
Pray mind my Lord; ah! he bows: charmingly ; nay, 
my Lord, you ſhan't kiſs it ſo much; I ſhall-grow jea- 
lous, I vow now. 
[ He bows profoundly low, chen kiſſes the Glaſs, 
Lord FR OT H. 
I ſaw my ſelf there, and kiſs d it for your ſake. 
Lady FRO TH. 
Ah ! Gallantry to the laſt degree-—-- Mr. Brisk, you're 
a Judge; was ever any thing fo well bred as my Lord? 
B RIS X. 
Never any thing; but your Lady ſnip, let me periſh. 
Lady F R O T H. 

O prettily turn'd again; let me die but you have a great 
deal of Wit. Mr. Mellefont, don't you think Mr. Brit 
his a World of Wit? 

NME L I. EO N x of 


PIER Madam. . » 
* BR is k. 

o dear Madam 

An infinite deal! 

O Heavns! Madam »-- 


' Lady F ROTE. 
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Lady FRO TE. 
More Wit than any Body. 
8 RISX. 
: um cveriaſtingly your humble Servant, Geuce take me. 
Madam. 


Lord F R O T E. 
Don't you think as « happy Couple? 
CINTH IA. 
I vow, my Lord, I think you the happieſt Couple in 
the World; for you're not only happy in one another, and 
when you are together, but happy in your ſelves, and by 


your 
Lord FRO T HK. 
I hope Mellefont will make a good Husband too. 
CTNTAHIA. 
Tis my Intereſt to believe he will, my Lord. 
Lord F ROT E. 
Dye think hel Love you as well as I do my Wife? 


I'm afraid not. 
CINTH bet 
I believe he'll love me better. 
Lord F R O TH. | ; 
Heav'ns! that can never be; but why do you think 


ſo d 
CTNT IIA. 
* has not ſo much reaſon to be fond of hin 


Lord FRO TH. 

O your humble Servant for that, Dar Mal; wel 
Mellefont, you'll be a happy Creature. 
MEL LEFONT. 

Ay, my Lord, I ſhall have the fame Reaſon for my 

Happineſs NH 


prick 


happy. | 
Lord F RO TH. 
Lad Ah, that all, | ; 
) WW Vot.1, WE; BRISK, 
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BRISK, [ Lady Froth.] 

Your Ladyſhip is in the right; but I'gad I'm wholly 
turn'd into Satire. I confeſs I write but ſeldom, but when 
do keen Tambicks, 1'gad. But my Lord was tel 
ling me, your Ladyſtip has made an Eſſay toward an He- 
roick Poem. 

Lady FR O T E. 

Did my Lord tell you? Yes 1 yow, and the Subje is 
my Lord's Love to me. And what do you think I call it? 
I care {wear you won't gueſs Ihe Sillabub, ha, ha, ha. 
| B RIS k. 

Becauſe my Lord's Title's Froth, I'gad, ha, ba, ha, deuce 
take me very 4 Propos and ſurprizing, ba, ha, ba. 

Lady FROTH, 
He, ay, is not it? And then I call my Lord Spu- 
moſo; and my ſelf, what d'ye think I call my ſelf? 
BRISK, 
Lachilla, may be. gad I cannot tell. 
Lady F R O T E. 
Biddy, that's all; juſt my own Name. 


BRISK, 

Biddy ! T'gad very Deuce take me if 
your Ladyſhip has not the Art of ſurprizing the moſt na- 
turally in the World, —- I hope uy make me happy in 
communicating the Poem, 

Lady FROTH, 

O, 2 muſt be my Confident, I muſt uk your Ad- 

vice. 


BRISK. 
I'm your bumble Servant, let me periſh, — I preſume 
your Ladyſhip has read Boſſuw? 
Lady FROTH. 
O yes, and Rapine, and Dacier upon 4 l 2 and Ho- 
race My Lord, you muſt not be Jealous, I'm commu- 
— Brick. W LW 
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Lord F ROT H. 
No, no, II allow Mr. Brist; have you nothing about 
you to ſhew him, my Dear? 
L:dy FROTH. 
Ves, I believe I have. — Mr. Brist, come, will you 
F Room? and chere Pll ſhew you what I 


bave. 
Lord FR O T E. 
e and come to you. 


SCENE II. 


MzLL ETON T, CYNTHIA. 


ME LLE FON. 
* UR E thoughtful, Cynthia ? 
CINTHI A. 
I'm thinking, tho Marriage makes Man and Wife one 
Fleſh, it leaves em ſtill two Fools; and they become more 
Conſpicuous by ſetting off one another. 
 MELLEFONT. 
That's only when two Fools meet, and their Follies are * 


oppos d. | | 
CYNTHI 4. 

Nay, I have known two Wits meet, and by the Oppo- 
fition of their Wit, render themſelves as ridiculous as 
Fools. ' Tis an odd Game we're going to play at: What 
think you of drawing Stakes, and giving over in time? 

MELLEFONT. | 

No, hang't, that's not endeavouring to win, becauſe 
it's poſſible we may loſe; fince we _ ſhuffled and cut, 
let's een turn up Trump now. 


12 „ 
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CYN/'TH IA. 
Then I find it's like Cards, if either or us have a g60d 
Hand it is an Accident of Fortune. 
| MELLEFONT, : 

No, Marrage is rather like a Game at Bowls, Fottune 
Indeed muſes the Match, und the two neafeſt, and ſome · 
times the two fartheſt are together, but the Game depends 
intirely upon Judgment. * 

C TNT AH IA. | 
Still it is a Game, and conſequently one of us an be 


2 Loſer, 
 MELLEFONT.. 

No bt at itt only a friendly Tryal of Skill, and the Wii 
*. to be laid out in an Entertainment. What's here, 
the Muſick? ----- Oh, my Lord has ptomiſed the Com- 
pany a new Song, well get em to give it us by the 


way. {Muſzians croſing the Sage.] Pray let us have the 


2 of you, to practiſe the Song, before the gen 
It, 


S ON 6. 


J. 
Can — When- N er 1 wot her, 
Tet ſhe's vert if I give over; 
"Rach The feurs Ifhonld undo hor, 
But much mare to loſe her Lover: 
Thus, in doubthig, Me rtfuſes; © 
Aud wet winning, rhus Jhe loſes, 
| II. 
Prythes Cynthia look behind you, 
Age and Mriutles will o ertatte you; 
Ihen tao late woe 2. rt e r 
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Think, O think ob ſad Condition, 
To be paſh, yu wiſh Fruitiun. 

MELLEBFON T, 


Fou ſhall have my Thanks below. 
[Ta the Muſick, they go aut. 


Y Te (2G IE | 7 ZN 1.4 Je D YAY We: 


re, [. na pavt PrrAN T and LPrraxx 


he G's wo I am provok'd into a Fermentation, as 
py * Lady Froth ſays; vras ever the like read of in 


Lady PLTAN T. 
Sir Faul have Patience, let me alone to rattle him up. 
Sr PAUL PLYANT. 

Pray your Ladyſhip give me leave to be angry . Ill 
rattle him up I warrant you, II firk him with a, Ger- 
Forari, 

| Lady P LYAN F. 

You fick him! TI firk him my ſelf; Rene? Paul hold 

you contented. 


CYN TH 14. 
Bleſs me, what makes my Father in ſuch 3 Paſſion 
I never ſaw him thus before. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
Hold your ſelf contehted, my Lady Nyant, ----- I find 
Paſſion coming upon me by Inflation, and I cannot fub- 
mit as formerly, therefore give way. 


I 3 Lady 


1 
1 1 
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Lady PLYANT.' | 
How now ! will you be pleaſed to retire, and 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

No marry will I not be pleaſed, I am pleaſed to be an- 

2 that's my Pleaſure at this time. 
MELLEFONT. 

What can this mean ! 

Lady P L YAN T. 

Gade my Life, the Mao's diſtracted; why bow now, 
mnt What am 1? Slidikins, can't I govern you? 
What did I marry you for? Am I not to be abſolute and 
uncontrolable? Is it fit a Woman of my Spirit, and Con- 
duc, ſhould be contradicted in a Matter of this Con- 
cern ? 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

It concerns me, and only me; — Beſides, I'm not to 
be govern'd at all Times. When I am in Tranquility, my 
Lady Plyant ſhall command Sir Paul; but when I am pro- 


vok d to. Fury, I cannot incorporate with Patience and 


Reaſon, —— as ſoon may Tygers match with Tygers, 


Lambs with Lambs, and every Creature Couple with its 


Foe, as the Poet ſays. — 

| | Lady PLT ANT. 

He's hot- headed ſtill! tis in vain to talk to you; but 
remember I have a Curtain Lecture for you, 28 diſobe- 
dient headſtrong Brute. 

Sr PAUL PLYANT. 

No, tis becauſe 1 won't be a Brute, and have my 
Head fortify'd, that I am thus exaſperated, — But I will 
2 Honour, and vonder is the Violater of my 


lady PE T ANT. 
Tis my Honour that is concern d, and the Violation 
was intended to me. Your Honour ! you have none but 
| das what 
: | 
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what is in my keeping, and I can diſpole of it when I 
pleaſe therefore don't provoke me. 
sir PAUL PLYANT. 
Hum, gads-bud ſhe ſays true Well, my Lady, 
march on, I will fight under you then: I am convinced, 
as far as Paſſion will permit, ; 
[L. Plyant and Sir Paul come wp to Mellefont, 
Lady PLYANT. 
Iahuman and Treacherous, — 
Sr PAUL PLIY AN. 
Thou Serpent and firſt Tempter of Womankind, — 
 CIMTEHEIAC 
Bleſs me ! Sir: Madam; what mdan you? 
| Sir PAUL wile Hef te Meer 
come awa touch him not, come hit 
N 21 near l nothing but Deceit about 
kim; Snakes are in his Peruke, and the Crocodile of Nilas 
in his Belly, he will eat thee up alive. 
Lady PLY ANT. 
Diſhonourable, impudent Creature ! 
F MELLEFONT, 
For Heav'ns ſake, Madam, to whom do you dire& 


this Language! 
Lady PLYAN T. 


Have I behay'd my ſelf with all the Decorum and Nice- 
ty, befitting the Perſon of Sir Pauls Wife? Have I pre- 
ſerv'd my Honour as it were in a Snow-houſe for theſe 
three Years paſt ? Have I been white and unſully'd even 
by Sir Paul himſelf? 

Sr PAUL PLYANT. 

Nay, ſhe has been an invincible Wife, even to me, 
that's the Truth ont. 

Lady P L TAN. 

Have J, I ſay, preſerv'd my ſelf, like « fair Sheet of 
Paper, for you to „ 

14 Sir 
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Sir PAUL PLTANI. | 
8 ſhall make a Simile with apy Woman in Bug- 


. MELLEFONT. 
Im ſo amaz d, I know not what to ſay. 

Sir PAUL PLT ANT. 
Do you think my Daughter, this pretty Creature; 
gads- bud ſhe's a Wife for a Cherubim! Do you think her 
fit for nothing but to be a ſtalking Horſe, to ſtand before 
you, while you take aim at my Wife? gads-bud I was 
never angry before in my Life, and Fil never be appoes'd 


- _ MELLEFONT. 

Hell and Damnation! This is my Aunt ; ſuch Malice 
dan be engendred no where elſe, 4A. 
Lady PLT ANI. 

Sir Paul, take Cynthia from his Sight; leave me to 
Arike him with the Remorſe of his intended Crime. 

CIYNTHI A. 

Pray, Sir, ſtay, hear him, I dare affirm he's Innocent. 
Six PAUL PLITANT. 

Innocent! Why hark ye, come hither Thy, hark ye, 1 
Lad it from his Aunt, my Siſter Touchwood, - gads: bud 
he does not care a Farthing for any thing of thee, but 
thy Portion, why, he's in love with my Wite; he would 
have tantaliz'd thee, and made a Cuckold of thy poor 
Father, ----- and that would certainly have broke my Heart 
----- I'ma ſure if ever 1 ſhould have Horns, they would kill 
me; they would never come kindly, I ſhould die of 'em, 
like a Child that was cutting his Teeth -I ſhould indeed, 
Thy, — therefore come away; but Providence has pre- 
vented all, therefore come away, when 1 bid yau. 


CIYINTHI 4 
1 muſt obey, 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


Indy PLT ANT, MELLEFONT, 


Lady PLYANT. 

Such a, thing! the Impiety of it ſtartles me 
to wrong ſo good, fo fair a Creature, and one that 
bores you tenderly tis a Barbarity of Barbarities, and 
nothing could be guilty of it | | 
" "MELELEFONT. | 
But the greateſt Villain Imagination can form, I grant 
it; and next to the Villany of ſuch a Fact, is the Villany 
of aſperfing me with the Guilt. How? which way was 

J to wrong her? For yet I underſtand you not. 

Lady LY ANT. 

Why, gads my Life, Couſin Mellefont, you cannot be 


fo peremptory as to deny it; when I tax you with it 
to your Face; for now Sir Faul's gone, you are Corum 


Nobus. | 
MELLEFONT,. 
by Heavn, I love her more than Life, or 
'PLY ANT. 

Fiddle, faddle, dont tell me of this and that, and ev'ry 
Thing in the World, but give me Mathemacular Demon 
ration, anſtwer me directiy — But I have not Patience 
—— Oh ! The Impiety of it, as I was ſayiag, and the 
woparallell'd Wickedneſs! Merciful Father! How could you + 
think to reverſe Nature ſo, to make the Daughter the 
maren. the Mother > 


4: MELL Bi 


* 
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MELLEFONT. 
"ho Daygrour to venture the Mather! 
Lady PLYANT., 
Ay, for tho I am not Cynthia's own Mother, I am 
her Father's Wife; and that's near enough to make it In- 


celt. 

| MELLEFONT. ; 
Inceſt! O my Jens NU and (be Devil in Conjun- 

ion. 


[ Aſide; 
Lady PLYANT. 

O reflect upon the Horror of that. and then the Guik 
of deceiving every Body; marrying the Day hter , only 
to make a Cuckold of the Father ; a«d then ſeducing me, 
debauching my Purity, and perverting me from the Road 
of Virtue, in which, I bave trod thus long, and never made 
one trip, not one faux pas; O conſider it, what would 
you have to anſwer 1 if you ſhould provoke me to 
Frailty ? Alas! Humanity is feeble, Heavin knows ! very 
feeble, and unable to ſupport it ſelf, 

MELLEFONT. | 
Where am 1? Is it Day? and am I awake? Madam — 
Lady PLYANT. 
And no Body knows how Circumſtances may happen 
, — o my thinking, now I could a br 
arangeſt ce yet I know, tis impoſſible 
for me to know whether I ee wal 
rainty in the Things of this Lite. 
MELLEFONT..: 


m, pray give ane R 


| Lady PLYANT. 

O Lord, e bt II ſwear I'll refuſe it; 
1 ſwear Fl deny it — therefore don't ask me, nay you 
mant ask me, 1 ſwear Il deny it. O Gemini, you have 


r  _ a 
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all the Blood into my Face; I warrant I am as 
red as a Turky-Cock; O fie, Couſin Mellefont ! 
MELLEFONT. 
Nay, Madam, hear me; I mean 
Lady PLYANT. | 

Hear you? no, no; I'll deny you firſt, and hear you. 
afterward. For one does not know how ones Mind may 
change upon hearing —— — Hearing is one of the Senſes, 
and all the Senſes are fallible; I won't truſt my Honour, 
I aſſure you; my Honour is infallible and uncomatible. 

MELLEFONT,. | 

For Heav'n's fake, Madam, — 

Lidy P LY ANT. 

O name it no more — — Bleſs me, how can you talk 
of Heav'n ! and have ſo much Wickedneſs in your Heart? 
May be you don't think it a Sin—— They ſay ſome of 
you Gentlemen don't think it a Sin—— May be it is no- 
Sin to them that don't think it ſo; indeed if 1 did not 
think it a Sin —— But till my Honour, if it were no 
Sin, —— But then to marry my Daughter, for the Conve- 
niency of frequent Opportunities. — I'll never conſent 
to that, as ſure as can be, I'll break the Match. 
 _MELLEFONT. | 

Death and Amazement, — Madam, upon my Knees — 

| Lady PLY A NT. = 

Nay, nay, riſe up, come you ſhall ſee my good Na- 
ture. I know Love is powerful, and no Body can help 
his Paſſion ; Tis not your Fault; nor I ſwear it is not 
mine. How can 1 help it if I have Charms? And 
how can you help-it,- if you are made a Captive? 1 ſwear 
it is pity it ſhould be a Fault, ----- But my Honour. 
well, but your Honour too----- but the Sin! -- well 
but the Neceſſity -O Lord, here's ſome Body coming. 
I dare not ſtay. Well, you muſt conſider of your Crime; 

and 


* 
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and ſtrive as much as can be ageinſſ it, ſtrive, be 
fure —— But don't be melancholick, don't deſpair, 


But never think that II grant yow any thing; O Lord, 


BO; but be-fure you lay aſide all Thoughts of the 


Marriage, for tho 1 know you don't love Cynthia, only 
2s 4 Blind to your Paſſion for me; yet it will make me 
3 Lord, what did 1 fay?" Jealous! no, no, 

be jealous, for I muſt not love you, — there · 
fore don't hope, -— But don't deſpair neither, —— O, 


they're coming, I muſt fly, 


SCENE, VL 
Mnztinront ave. 
MELLEFONT (after a Pauſe) 

O then, ſpight of my Care and Foreſight, I am 
caught, caught in my Security, Yet this was 


but a ſhallow Artifice,, unworthy of my Matchiavilian 
Aunt : There muſt be more behind, this. is but the firſt 


Flaſh, the priming ef her Engine; e follows 


hard, it nat moſt preſently, prevented. 
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Aunt has given me a retaining 


The Doustu-Ds LI. Mah 


SCENE vn. 
[bin] MasKwenl 


MELLEFONT. 


Auel, welcome, thy Preſence is a view of Land, 
appearing to my ſhipwrack'd' Hopes: The Witch 
has rais'd the Storm, and her Miniſters have done their 
Work; you ſee the Veſſels are parted. 
M ASKWELT. 

I know it; I met Sir Faul towing away Cynthia: 
Come, trouble not your Head, II join you together &ep 
to-morrow Morning, or drown between you in the At- 


de 

a MELLEFONT. 

There's Comfort in a Hand ſtreteh d out, to one e thats 
1 tho“ ne er ſo far off. 

MASKWELD. 

No finking, nor no Danger, Come, cheer up; 
why you don't know, that while J plead for you, you 
Fee — -- Nay, I am 


your greateſt Enemy; and the Goes But Jouracy- Wark wi 


der me; 
MELLEFONT 
Ha? how's this? 
MASKWBELT 
What d' ye thiak of my being employ'd in the Execu- 
tion of all her Plots? Ha, he, ha, by Heav'n it's true 3 L 
hats rt” to ack T have undertaken. 
to make your Uncle diſinherit you, to get you turn'd 
aut of Doors; and to and. to Ha, ha. ha, I = 


. 
* 
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tell you for Laughing, Oh ſhe has open'd her 
Heart to me 1 am to turn you a grazing, and to - 
Ha, ba, ha, marry Cywthia my ſelf; there's a Plot for 
you, 


MELLEFONT. 
Ha! O! ſee, I fee my rifing Sun! Light breaks thro? 
Clouds upon me, and 1 ſhall live in Day O my 


Maskwell! How ſhall I thank or praiſe thee; thou haſt out- 
witted Women. But tell me, how could't thou 


thus get into her Confidence? - Ha! How? But 
was it her Contrivance to perſwade my Lady Plant to this 


- 


extravagant Belief? 
M ASKWELL. | 


It was, and to tell you the Truth, I encourag'd it for 
your Diverſion; Tho? it made you a little uneaſie for the 
preſent, yet the Reflection of it muſt needs be entertaining 
iI warrant ſhe was very violent at firſt. as 
MELLEFO NT. 


Ha, ha, ha, ay, ay, a very Fury; but I was moſt afraid 


of her Violence at laſt----- If you had not come as you 
did; I don't know what ſhe might have attempted, 
| M ASKWELL, 
- Ha, ha, ha, I know. ber Temper, ----- Well you muſt 
know then, that all my Contrivances were but Bubbles ; 
*ll at laſt I pretended to have been long ſecretly in 
love with Cynthia; that did my Buſineſs ; that convinc'd 
your Aunt, I might be truſted; ſince it was as much my 
Intereſt as hers to break the Match: Then ſhe thought my 
Jealoufie might qualifie me to aſſiſt her in her Revenge, 
And in ſhort, in that Belief, told me the Secrets of her 
Heart. At length we made this Agreement, if I ac- 
corpliſh her . Deſigns (as I told you before) ſhe has in- 
Dae to put Cynihia with all her Fortune into my 
Tower. * 
ELLE: 


- 
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| MELLEFONT. 

she is moſt gracious in ber Favour, 
tar Fack how baſt thou contrive d? 

AS KEIL E. 

I would not have you ſtay to hear it now; for E dont 
know, but ſhe may come this way; I am to meet ber 
anon; after that, II tell you the whole Matter; be bere 
in this Gallery an Hour bence, by that time I imagine our 
Conſultation may be over. 

MELLEFONT. 

I will; *till then Succeſs attend thee. 


well, and 


SCENE VII. 
| | M 4 SRE L alone. 
FiILL then, Succeſs will attend me; for when I meet 
you, I meet the only Obſtacle to my Fortune. 


thia, let thy Beauty gild my Crimes; and whatſoever I 
commit of Treachery or Deceit, ſhall be imputed to me 


u a Merit Treachery ! what Treachery ? Love 


cancels all the Bonds of Friendſhip, and ſets Men right up-, 
on the firſt Foundations. 

Duty to Kings, Piety to Parents, Gratitude to Bene- 
factors, and Fidelity to Friends, are different and particu- 
lar Ties: But the Name of Rival cuts em all aſunder, and 
is a general Acquittance - Rival is equa}, and Love 
like Death an univerſal Leveller of Mankind, Ha ! But 
is there not ſuch a Thing as Honeſty? Yes, and whoſo- 
ever has it about him, bears an Enemy in his Breaſt: 
For your honeſt Man, as I take it, is that nice ſerupu- 
lous, conſcientious Perſon, who will cheat no Body but 
himſelf; ſuch another Coxcomb, as your wiſe Man, 

whe 
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who is too hard for all the World; and will be made a 
Foal of by no Bady,- but himſelf: Ha, ha, ha, Well for 
Wiſdom and Honeſty; give: me- Cunning add Hypocrige ; 
oh, *tis ſuch a Pleaſme, ti angle for — Fools! Then 
that hungry Guigeen: Qrodulity, will hite at any ching 
Words and Accent, when 1 dak what 1 do think; and 
and dear Diſſimulation is the _— nat to be 


| known from Nature a 


Why will Mankind be Fools, and be decein/d1 
Ad why are Friends and Lovers Oaths believ'dd- 
When, each, who ſearches ftrictiy his own Mind, 
+ es TT" e of Baſeneſs find, 
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ACT u. SCENE IL 


LudToucuwo OD, and Lady ToUucuwoomp 


Lady eng nnd O N. 


S884) Y Lord, can you blame my Brother Phant, 

it be refaſs his 1— upon this Provo- 
MIN eationa the Conuact s void by this unheard 
My kh, ob lapiery, 
| 2J) Lord TOUCHWOOQD, 

— I don't believe it true he has better 
. 'tis Nogſenſe. Come, come, I 
know my Lady Plyant has a large Eye, and would centre 
every Thing in her own Circle; tis not the firſt time ſhe 
has miſtaken Reſpect for Love, and made Sir Paul jealous 
of the Civility of an undeſigning Perſon, the better to be- 
ſpeak: his Security in her unfeigned Plraſures. 

Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

You cenſure hardly, my Lord; my Siſter's Honour ig 
very well known, 
| Lord TOUCHWOOD, 

Yes, I believe I know ſome that have been familiarly 
zequainted with it, This is a little Trick wrought by forme 
ptiful Contriver, envious of my Nephew's Merit, 

Lady FOUCHWOO D. 

Nay, my Lord, it may be ſo, and I hope it will be found 
fo: But that will require ſome time; for in ſuch a Caſe 
u this, Demonſtration is neceſſary. 


Lord 
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Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

There ſhould have been Demonſtration of the contrary 
£00, before it had been belicy'd 
Lady TOUCHWO 0D, 

$0 1 ſuppoſe there was. - + 

Lord TOUCHWOO D. 

How? Where? When? 

Lady TOUCHWOOD,. 

That I can't tell; nay I don't fay there was — I am 
willing to believe as favourably of my Nephew as I can. 

Lord TOUCHV OO db. 

I don't knowy that. [Half {fide 

lady FTOUCHWOOD. 

How? Don't you believe that, ſay you, my Lord? 

Lord TOUCHW©O0D. 

No, I dont fay o---—- I confeſs I am troubled to find 
you ſo cold in his Defence. 
ee 
His Defence me, would you have me defend an 


ill Thing? 
Lord TOUCHWOOD- 
You believe it then? . 
Lady TOUCHWO 0D. 
I don't know; I am very unwilling to ſpeak my 
Thoughts in any thing that may be to my Couſin's Diſ- 
advantage ; beſides, I find, my Lord, you are prepared to 
receive an ill Impreſſion from any Opinion ef mine which 
is not confenting with your own: But fince I am like to 
be ſuſpected in the End, and tis a Pain any longer to diſ- 
ſemble, I own it to you; in ſhort I do believe it, 2 
and can believe any thing worſe, if it were laid to his 
— Don't ask me my Reaſons, dat for they 
are got it to be told you. 


Lord 


The DousLe-DEaLER 187 

| Lord TOUCHW Oo b. 
$4 I'm amaz'd, here muſt be ſomething more than ordinary 
in this. ¶Aſade.] Not fit to be told me, Madam? You can 
have no Intereſts, wherein I am not concern d, and conſe- 
quently the ſame Reaſons ought to be ' convincing to me, 

which create your Satisfaction or Diſquiet, 

Lady TOUCHWOO D. 
But thoſe which cauſe my. Diſquiet, 1 am willing to 
m bare remote from your hearing. Good my Lord, don't 


preſs me. | 
Lord TOUC HIOOD. 
de, Don't oblige me to preſs you. 
| Lady -T-OUCHIW OO D. 
Whatever it was, tis paſt: And that is better to be un- 
known which cannot be prevented; therefore let me beg 
you to reſt ſatisfy'd ------- | 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
When you have told me, I will 
Lady TOUCHW OOD,. 
You won't. 


Lord TOUCHIWwOOD. 

By my Life, my Dear, I will, 

Lady'TOUCHWOO D. 

ny What if you can't. 
i. Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
to How? Then, I muſt know, nay 1 will: No more tri- 
ich IB fling-- --I charge you tell me By all our mutual Peace 
to I to come; upon your Duty ------- 
li Lady TOUCHWOOD. | 
ay, Nay, my Lord, you need ſay no more, to make me 
his lay my Heart before you; but don't be thus tranſported; 
ey compoſe your ſelf: It is not of Concern, to make you 
loſe one Min ites Temper. Tis not indeed, my Dear. 
Nay, by this Kiſs you ſhan't be angry. O Lord, 817 
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I had not told you any thing. Indeed, my Lord, you 
ee. Nays look pleas d, I tell you. 
3 Load TOUCHWO OD. 
wel. well 
EOF CHWOO:D. 
Nay, but Will you be calm .. indeed: it's nothing 


but =oo==r—e 


755 Lond TOUCHWOOD. 


© But what? 
Lady TOUCHWOO DD. 

But will you ,pramiſe me not to be angry Nay you 
muſt Not to be angry: with Malls font - «<> =+a=> I dare 
ſwear he's ſorry, . r- and were it to do again, would 
5:4 ee 

Lud „ een 
. for what ? Death, you rack mg with 
Lady 7O:U C-##0,0-D. 
9 Pho, why — only your Nephew had 
mind to amuſe himſelf ſometimes with a little Gallanyry 
towards me. & Ney, L can't think he meagt any thing ſe- 
riouſly, but methought it book d odly. 
Lord TC HNO D. 
Confufion and Hell, what do F hear! 
Lady TOUCHIWOOD. 

Or, may be, he thought he was net-cnough a- kin to 
me, upon your Account, and had a mind to create a near- 
er Relation-of his own; a- Lover you know, my Lord 
--=--= Ha, ha, ha. Well but that's all---- Now you have 
itz well, remember your Promiſe, my Lord, and don't 
tak any Notice of it to him, 

Lord TOUCHWwOOD, 
no, no —— Damnation! 
Lady TOUCH OO D. 


Nay, I ſwear you muſt not - -A little harmleſs 2 
—-Oaly 
/ 


On 
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— only miſplac' d, that's all But if it were more, 
tis over now, and all's well. For my Part I have forgot 
it; and ſo has he, I hope—— for I have not beard any 
thing from bim theſe two Days. 
Lord TOUCHTW OO D. q 
Theſe two Days! Is it ſo freſh? Unnatural Villain! 
Preath, I' have Him and turn'd need out of my 
Brute! 


Lady TOUCAMWOOD. 

O for Heaven's fake, my Lord, you'll ruin me if you 
take ſuch publick Notice of it, it will be a Town-talk: 
Conſider your own and my Honour nay I told you 
you would not be ſatisfied when you knew it. 

| lord TOUCHWOOD. 

Before I've done, I will be ſatisfy d. Ungrateful Mons 
ſter! how long? | 
0- Lady TOUCHV OO D. 

Lord, I don't know: I wiſh my Lips had grown to- 
gether when I told you--— Almoſt a Twelvemonth —- 
Nay, I won't tell you any more, till you are your ſelf. 
Pray, my Lord, don't let the Company ſee you in this 
Diſorder — Yet I confeſs, I can't blame you; for I 
think I was never ſo ſurpriz d in my Life Who 
would have thought my Nephew could have fo miſcon- 
ts cd my Kindneſs — But will you go into your Cloſet, 
ar. und recover your Temper? I'll make an Excuſe of ſudden 

Buline(s to the Company, and come to you. Pray, good 
dear my Lord, let me beg you do now: I'll come imme- 
diately, and tell you all; will you, my Lord? 

Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
I wil—— I am mute with Wonder. 
| Lady TOUCHMWOOD. 
well dut go now, here's ſome body coming. | 


ly Lord 
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Have you ſeen Mellefont ? 
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1 Lord TO HU OOo. 
Well, I go ---- You won t ſtay, tor I would bear more 

of this. | | | 

| Lady TOUCHWOOD.. 


I follow inſtantly -------- So... 


SCENE Il. f 

Lach Tovuchwoop, MASsxW ETL. % 
MASXV ELI. ne 

it 


HIS was a Maſter-Piece, and did not need my Help 
4X ..--.--tho' I ſtood ready for a Cue to come in and 
confirm all, had there been Occaſion. 

Lady TOUCHWOO DD. 


| M ASKWVELL, 
I have; and am to meet him bere about this time. 
0 Lady TOUCH OOo D. 
' How does he bear his Diſappoint ment? 
6 MASKMHEL LI. 
Secure in my Aſſiſtance, he ſeem'd not much afflicted, 
but rather laugh'd at the ſhallow Artifice, which ſo little 
time muſt of- neceſſity diſcover. Yet he is apprehenſive 
of ſome farther Delign of yours, and has engaged me to 
watch you. I believe he will hardly be able to prevent 
your Plot, yet I would have you uſe Caution and Expe- 
dition, 4 5 n 
Lady TOUCH WOOD. - 
Expedition indeed; for all we do, muſt be perform't 
in the remaining Part of this Ev ni ng. and before the Com- 
pany break up; leſt my Lord ſhould cool, and have an 
7 ; Oppor 
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ity to talk with him privately ---- My Lord muſt 

nor ſee him again, | 

| MASXKWEL L 

By no Means; therefore you mult aggravate my Lord's 

Diſpleaſure to a Degree that will admit of no Conference 

with bim ,---- What think you of mentioning me? 

Lady TOUCHW 00D. 


How? 

MASK ELI. 

To my Lord, as having been privy to Me s Deſign 
upon you, but till uſing my ' utmoſt Endeavours to diſ- 
ſuade him: Tho' my Friendſhip and Love to him has 
made me conceal it; yer you may fay, I threatned the 
next time he attempted any thing of that kind, to diſcover 
it to my Lord. 
ieh Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
and To what end is this ? 

| MASKWELLTLI, 

It will confirm my Lord's Opinion of my Honour and 

Honeſty, and create in him a new Confidence in me, 

which (ſhould this Deſign miſcarry) will be neceſſary to 

the forming another Plot that I have in my Head— To 

you, as well as the reſt. [Aſede. 

Lady TOUCHW © OD. 

Qed, PII do it I' tell him you hindred him once from 

lire WI forcing me. 


MASK ELI. 

Excellent! Your Ladyſhip has a moſt improving Fancy. 
You, had beſt go to my Lord, keep him as long as you 
can in his Cloſer, and I doubt not but you will 
him to what you pleaſe; your Gueſts are fo engages 
their own Follies and Intrigues, they ll miſs neither of 
jou. 


Lady 
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Lach Tou cENVO O. 
When ſhall we meet? Ar eight this Evening in 
my Chamber; chert rojoice at bur Suced(s, and toy away 
— at! Hour in Mirth. 


MASKWELLT. 


I will not fail, 


$CENE in. 


| MAS'KWELL alone. 
T Rnoty what The means by toying away an Hour well 
enough. Pox I have loſt all Appetite to her ; yet ſhe's 
a fine Woman, and 1Hoy'd her once. But I don't know, 
fince I have been in a great meaſure kept by her, the Caſe 
is alter d; what was my Pleaſure is become my Duty: 
Aud I have as little Stomach to her now as if I were her 
Husband. Should ſhe fmoak my Deſign upon Cynthia, I 
were in a fine pickle. She has a damn'd penetrating Head, 
and knows how to interpret a Coldneſs the right Way; 
therefore I muſt diſſemble Ardour and Ecſtaſſe, that's re- 
folv'd: How eafily and ptcafantly is that diſſembled before 
Fruition! Pox ont, that a Man can't drink without 
quenching his Thirſt. Ha! yonder comes Melleſom thought. 
tul. Let me think: Meet her at eight = hum — ha! 
By Heav'n 1 have it------ if I can ſpeak to my Lord be- 
fore-------- was it my Brain or Providence? No matter 
Which -- will deceive em all, and yet ſecure my ſelf: 
was EY Thought ! Well, this Double-Dealing is a 


Here he comes: now for me. 
Lbaaskwwell prezending not 20 ſee him, walks by him, and 
Deals ui were 30 himfelf. 
SCENE 


£ 
— 
2 
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8 ENE IV. 
[To him] MerL ETON muſmg; 


MASXV ELI. 


ERC on us! what will the Wickedneſs of this 
World come to ? | 
MELILEFONT, 


you run over! 
* MASKWEL E. 
iſe I'm glad you're come, for I could not contain my ſelf 
y any longer: And was juſt going to give veat to a Secret, 
er which no Body but you - ought to drink down, — Your 
I Aunt's juſt gone from hence. 
ad,  MELLEFONT. 
y; And having truſted thee with the Secrets of her Soul, 
e. cou art villanouſly bent to-diſcover'em all to me, ha? 
ore MASKWEL L. 
out I'm afraid my Frailty leans that way But I don't 
ht- know whether I can in Honour diſcoyer them all, 
ha! | MELLEFONXN T. 
be- All, all, Man: What, you may in Honour betray her as 
tter far as ſhe betrays her ſelf. No tragical Deſign upon m 
elf: I Perſon, I hope? | * 1. * 4 
＋ MASKWEL TL: 
No, but it's a comical Deſign upon mine, 
MELLEFONT, 
and What doſt thou mean? 


NE Vor. I. K M ASK4 


How now, Fack? What, ſo full of Contemplation that. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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M ASKWEL LL, 
Liſten. and be dumb; we have been bargaining about 
the Rate of your Ruin 
MELLEFONT. 
Like any two Guardians to an Orphan Heireſs — Well, 
MASKWFWELL 

And whereas Pleaſure is generally paid with Miſchief, 

what Miſchief I do is to be paid with Pleaſure. 
MELLEFONT, 

So when you've ſwallow'd the | Potion, you . 

your Mouth with a Plumb. 
MXASXV ELI. 

You are merry, Sir, but I ſhall probe your Conſtitution 
In ſhort, the Price of your Baniſhment is to be paid with 
the Perſon of 

1 * n 8 

ia, an ortune — Why, you ; 
yo old me (he hoe, ol 
MASKXKFWPEL LI 

No, no— 80 far you are right; and I am, as an earneſt 
of that Bargain, to have full and free Poſſeſſion of the ker. 
fon of —— your Aunt. 

MEILILEFON T. 
' Hat — Pho, you trifle. 
MASKFWwE Bp 
By chis Light, I'm ferious; all Raillery apart =——— [ 


knew torould ſtun you: This Evening at eight ſhe will 


receive me in her Bed-Chamber. 
MELLEFON T. 
Hell and the Devil! is ſhe abandon'd of all Grace — 
Why the Woman is poſſeſs'd. | 
MASKWFYEL L, 
Well, will you go in my ſtead? 
MELLIEFONAT, 
By Hear'n into a hot Furnace. ſooner, 


MAS K. 
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| M ASK WEL L. 
No, you would not — It would not be fo convenient, 
as I can order Matter s. 

MELLEFONT, 
What d'ye mean! 

MASKWELT, 
Mean? not to diſappoint the Lady, I aſſure you —— 
Ha, ha, ha, how gravely he looks Come, come, I 
won't perplex you. Tis the only Thing that Providence 
could have contriv d to make me capable of ſerving you, 
either to my Inclination or your own Neceſſity. 

 MELLEFONT. 

How, bow, for Heav'ns ſake, dear Maskwell? 

MASKWELL, 

Why thus — I' go according to Appointment ; you 
ſhall have Notice at the critical Minute to come and fur- 
priſe your Aunt and nie together : Counterfeit a Rage a- 
gainſt me, and I'll make my Eſcape through the private 
Paſſage from ber Chamber, which Ill take care to leave 
open: Twill be hard, if then you can't bring her to any 
Conditions. For this Diſcovery will diſarm her of all De- 
fence, and leave her entirely at your Mercy : Nay, ſhe 2 
ever after be in awe of you. 

" MELLEFONT, 

Let me adore thee, my better Genius! By Heav'n I think 
it is not in the Power of Fate to diſappoiat my Hopes — 
My Hopes! my Certainty. 

 MASKHFYEL LI, 

Well, I'll meet you here, within a Quarter of eight, nd 
give you Notice, 

MELLEFONT. 

Good Fortune ever go along with the, 


K 2 
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8 C E N E V. 
Meiuzronr, Carries. 


f CARE. E S S. | 
Me get out o'th* Way; my Lady Phant's c com- 
ing, and I ſhall never ſucceed while thou art in 
Sight Tho' ſhe begins to tack about: but I made 
Love a great while to no Purpoſe. 
ME LLEFONT. 
Why, what's the Matter? She's convinc'd that I don't 


care for her. 


CAREL E S S.. 

I can't get an Anſwer from her, that does not begin 
wh her Honour, or her Virtue, her Religion, or ſome 
ſuch Cant. Then ſhe has told me the whole Hiſtory of 
Sir Paul's nine Years Courtſhip ; how he has lain for 
whole Nights together upon the Stairs, before her Cham- 
ber Door; and that the firſt Favour he receiv'd from her, 
was a Piece of an old Scarlet Petticoat for a Stomacher; 
which ſince the Day of his Marriage, he has, out of a 
Piece of Gallantry, converted into a, Night*Cap; and wears 
it ſtill with much Solemnity on | bis Anniverſary Wedding- 
Night. ? 

MELLEFONT. fl BY 

That I have ſeen, with the Ceremony thereunto be- 
longin For on that Night he creeps in at the 
Bed's Feet like a gull'd Baſſa that has marry'd a Relation 
of the Grand Signior, and that Night he has his Arms at 
Liberty. Did not ſhe tell you at what a Diſtance ſhe 


keeps 


| 
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keeps him? he has confeſs'd to me that but at ſome cer- 
tain times, that is I ſuppoſe when ſhe apprehends being 
with Child, he never has the Privilege of uſing the Fami- 
liarity of a Husband with a Wife. He was once given 
to ſcrambling with his Hands and ſprawling in his Sleep ; 
and ever fince ſhe has him ſwadled up in. Blankets, and 
his Hands and Feet ſwath'd down and fo put to Bed; and 
there he lies with a great Beard, like a Rrſian Bear upon 
a Drift of Snow. You are very great with him, I won- 
der he never told you his Grievances ; he will, I warrant 
ou, 

: CARELLSS. | 

Exceſſively fooliſh ! — But that which gives me moſt 
Hopes of her, is her telling me of the many Temptations 
ſhe has reſiſted, 

MELLIEFON T. 

Nay, then you have her; for a Woman's bragging to a 
Man that ſhe has overcome Temptations, is an Argument 
that they were weakly offer'd, and a Challenge to him to 
engage her more irreſiſtably. *Tis only an inhancing the 
Price of the Commodity, by telling you how many Cu- 
ſtomers have underbid her. 

CARELESS, 

Nay, I don't deſpair Bur ſtill ſhe has a grudging 
to you I talk'd to her Yother Night at my Lord 
Frth's Maſquerade, when I'm fatisfy'd ſhe knew me, and 
I had no Reaſon to complain of my Reception; but I 
find Women are not the ſame bare-faced as in Masks, — 
— a Vizor diſguiſes their Inclinations as much as their 

aces. | 


MELLEEFONT. | 

'Tis a Miſtake, for Women may moſt properly be faid 
to be unmask'd when they wear Vizors; for that ſecures 
them from Bluſhing, and being out of Countenance, and 
next to being in the Dark, or alone, they are moſt truly 
| - K3 them- 
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Wau in a Vizor Mask. Here they come, III leave 
you. Ply her cloſe, and by and by clap a Biller- deux into 
her Hand: A e oman never thinks a Man truly in Loye 
with her, till he bas been Fool enough to think of her 
* Sight, een 
to 


CanELESs, Sir PAUL PLYANT, and Lady PLYANT. 


Sir PAUL PLT ANT. 

HAN'T we diſturb your Meditation, Mr. Careleſs 

Tou wou'd be private. 
CARELESS, 

You bring that along with you, Sir Paul, that ſhall be 
always welcome to my Privacy, 

Sir PAUL PLIANIT, 

O ſweet Sir, you load your humble Servants, both me 
and my Wife, with continual Fayours. 

Lady P LYANT. 

Sir Paul, what a Phraſe was there? You will be ma- 
king Anſwers, and taking that upon you, which ought: 
to lie upon me: That you ſhould have ſo little Breeding 
to think Mr. Careleſs did not apply himſelf to me. Pray 
what have you to entertain any Body's Privacy? I ſwear 
and declare in the Face of the World I'm ready to bluſh 
for your Ignorance. 

Sir P AUZ PLYANT. 
I acquieſce, my Lady; but dom t ſaub fo loud. 


[ {ide to ber. 
Lady 
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Lady PLT ANT. 

Mr. Careleſs, if a Perſon that is wholly illiterate might 
be ſuppoſed to be capable of being qualified to make a 
ſiitable Return to thoſe Obligations which you are plea» 
ſed to confer upon one that 1s wholly incapable of being 
qualify'd in all thoſe Circumſtances, I'm ſure I ſhou'd ra- 
ther attempt it than any thing in the World, Curt ſies] 
for I'm ſure there's nothing in the World that I would 
rather, [Curt'ſies)] But | know Mr. Careleſs is ſo great a 
Critick and ſo fine a Gentleman, that it is impoſſible for 
3 | 

CARELESS. 

O Heav'ns ! Madam, you confound me. 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Gad's-bud, ſhe's a fine Perſon---- 

Lady PLY ANT. 

O Lord! Sir, pardon me. We Women have not thoſe 
Advantages: I know my own Imperfections ---- But at 
the fame time you muſt give me leave to declare in the 
Face of the World that no Body is more ſenſible of Fa- 
yours and Things: for with the Reſerve of my Honour, 
I aſſure you, Mr. Careleſs, I don't know any Thing in the 
World I would refuſe to a Perſon ſo meritorious--- You'll 
pardon my want of Expreſſion ·— 

6 41113185. 
O your Ladyſhip is abounding in all Excellence, parti- 
cularly that of Phraſe, | * 

Lady PLT ANT. 

You are ſo obliging, Sir. | 
CARELESS. 

Your Ladyſhip is ſo charming. 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

So, new, now; now, my Lady. 
Lady PLYANT. 

So well bred, 
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| CARELESS, 


So ſurprixing. | 
| Lady PLY ANT. 
So well dreſt, ſo bonne mine, ſo eloquent, ſo unaffected, 
ſo eaſie, ſo free, fo particular, fo agreeable 
| Sr PAUL PLYANT. 
Ay, fo, fo, there. | 
| CARELESS, 
OLord, I beſeech you, Madam, don't 
Lady PLY ANT. | 
So gay, ſo graceful, ſo good Teeth, ſo fine Shape, fo 
fine Limbs, ſo fine Lianen, and I don't doubt but you 
have a very good Skin, Sir. 
CARELESS. | 
For Heay'ns fake, Madam I'm quite out of Coun- 
tenance, | 


| Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
And my Lady's quite out of Breath; or elſe you ſhould 
hear —— Gad's-bud, you may talk of my Lady Froth! 
| CAREL'E'S'S. | | 
O O fie, fie, not to be named of a Day — My Lady Froth 
is very well in her Accompliſhments — But it is when 
my Lady Plyaut is not thought of — if that can ever be. 
* Lady PLY ANT. 
O you overcome me That is ſo exceſſive, 
Sir PAUL PLYANT, 
- Nay, I ſwear and yow that was pretty. 
CARELESS. ; 

O Sir paul, you are the happieſt Man alive. Such a 
Lady! that is the Envy of her own Sex, and the Admi- 
ration of ours. | 

Sir P AUL PLYANT. 

Your humble Servant. I am; T thank Heav'n, in a fine 
way of Living, as I may ſay peacefully and happily, and 
I think need not envy any of my Neighbours, bleſſed be 

th Provi- 


P 
B 
ſe 
c 
{ 
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Providence — Ay truly, Mr. Careleſs, my Lady is a great 
Bleſſing, a fine, diſcreet, well: ſpoken Woman as you 
ſee If it becomes me to ſay ſo; and we live. very 
comfortably together; ſhe is a little haſty ſometimes, and 
ſo am I; but mine's ſoon over, and then I'm ſo forry — 
O, Mr. Careleſs, if it were not for one thing 


SCENE VI. 


CARELESS, Sir PauL PLYaANnT, Lady PLYANT 
Boy with a Letter. 


Lady PLYANT. 
H OW often have you been told of that, you Jacka» 


napes? | | 
5 Sr PAUL PLYANT. 
Gad ſo, gad's-bud Tim. carry it to my Lady, you 
ſhould have carry'd it to my Lady firſt, 
| BOY. 
'Tis directed to your Worſhip. 
Cn ADL IFLIMET. 
Well, well, my Lady reads all Letters firſt — Child, de 
o no more: d'ye hear, Tim. W 
A BOY. 
No, and't pleaſe you; 


ie 


K 5 SCENE 


rr — 


— 


_—_— 
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* 
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SCENE VIIL 


CARELESS, Sir PauL PLYANT, Lady PLYANT, 
Sr PAUL PLYANT. 

A Humour of my Wife's, you know Women * little 

Fancies — But as I was telling you, Mr. Careleſs, if 

it were not for one thing, I hould think my ſelf dhe bup- 

peiſt Man in the World; indeed that touches me near, very 


_. CARELESS, 
What can that be, Sir Paul : 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Why, I have, I thank Heav u. a very. plentiful Fortune, 

2 good Eſtate in the Country, ſome Houſes in Town. and 
fome Money, a pretty tolerable perſonal Eſtate; and it is 
a great Grief to me, indeed it is, Mr. Careleſs, that I have 
not a Son to inherit this Tis true, I have a Daugh- 
ter, and a fine Dutiful Child 8 is, though I ſay it, bleſſed 
be Providence I may ſay; for indeed, Mr. Careleſs, I am 
mightily beholden to Providence, —A poor unworthy 
Sinner But if I had a Son ah, that's my Affliction, 
and my only Affliction; indeed I cannot t refmin Tears when 
it comes in my Mind, —_ 


CARELESS. 

Why, methinks that might be eaſily remedied-—— my 
Lady's a fine likely Woman 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Oh, a fine — — 

$ 
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mer's Day Indeed ſhe is, Mr. Careleſs, in all Re- 
7 ; CARELESS, 
And I ſhould not have taken you to have been ſo 


| Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
Alas, that's not it, Mr. Careleſi; ab! that's not it; no, 
no, you ſhoot wide of the Mark a Mile; indeed you do, 
that's not it, Mr. Careleſs, no, no, that's not it. 


tle CARELESS, 
No; what can be the matter then? 
, | Sir PAUL PLYANT, 
1 You'll ſcarcely believe me, when I ſhall tell yu — my 
* Lady is ſo Nice It's very ſtrange, but it's true: Too 


true — ſhe's ſo very Nice, that I don't believe ſhe 

would touch a Man for the World At leaſt not above 

once a Year; I'm ſure I have found it ſo; and alas, what's 

f once a Year to an old Man, who would do good in his 

ne, Generation? Indeed it's true, Mr. Careleſs, it breaks my 

nd BY Heart—— am her Husband, as I may ſay; though far 

t i unworthy of that Honour, yet I am her Husband; but 

we alas-a-day, I have no more Familiarity with her Perſon 

h- —— 25 to that Matter than with my own Mother — 
led no indeed. 


am CARELESS. 

by Alas-a-day, this is a lamentable Story; my Lady muſt 

n, i be told on'r; ſhe muſt i faith, Sir Paul; tis an Injury to 

en the World. 

05, Sir PAUL PLYANT. — 
Ay! would to Heav'n you would, Mr. Careleſs ; you 

are mightily in her Favour. 

ny ; CARELESS. a 

I warrant you; What, we muſt have à Son ſome way. 


| or other. 
N- . 


2 Sir 


The. Dounuz Dear B R. 
; Sir PAUL PLYANT 9 990 


. 


"Indeed, 1 ſhould be mightily bound to you, har ras 


bring i it about, Mr, Careleſs. 
Lady PLYANT. 
Here, Sir Paul, it's from your Steward, here's a Return 
of 600 Pounds; you may t take fifty of it for the next half 
Year. ol [Gives him the Letter, 


SCENE I. 


[To them] Lord FROTH, CYNTHIA, 


Sir PAUL PLTANT. 


Hz does my Girl? come hither to thy Father pow 
Lamb, thou'st Melancholick. 
Lord FROTH. 
be, Sir Paul, you amaze me, of all things in the 
World You are never pleas d but when we are all up · 
on the broad Grin; all Laugh and no Company; ah, then 
tis ſuch a Sight to ſee ſome Teeth — Sure you're a 
great admirer of my Lady Whifler, Mr. Sneer, and Sir 
Laurence Loud, and that Gang, | 
Sir P AUL PLY ANT. 
1 vow and ſwear ſhe's 8 very merry Woman, .but I 
think ſhe laughs a little too much. 
| Lord F RO TA. 
Merry! O Lord, what a Character that is of a Woman 
of Quality — Ycu have been at my * N hiſters upon 
her Day, Madam? | 


C TN. 


„„ F939 
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5 r 
Yes, my Lord I muſt humour this Fool, ¶Aſle. 
| Lord F ROTH. 

Well and how? hee! What is your Senſe of the Con- 
yerſation ? TIE De nn 
CYNTHIA. 

O moſt ridiculous, a perpetual Conſort of laughing 
without any Harmony; for ſure, my Lord, to laugh out 
of Time, is as diſagreeable as to ſing out of Time or out 


of Tune. 


Lord FROTH. 

Hee, hee, bee, right; and then, my Lady Whifer is fo 
ready — ſhe always comes in three Bars too ſoon —=— 
And then, what do they laugh at? For you know laughing 
without a Jeſt is as impertinent, hee! as, as— 

CYNTHIA. 

As dancing without a Fiddle. 
Lord FROTH, 

Juſt, faith: that was at my Tongue's end. 
CTNTHIA. 

But that cannot be properly ſaid of them, for I think 
they are all in good Nature with the World, and only 
laugh at one another; and you muſt allow they have all 
Jeſts in their Perſons, though they have none in their Con- 
verſation. ; 2 

8 Lord F ROTH. 

True, as Pm a Perſon of Honour — For Heav'ns fake 
let us ſacrifice em to Mirth a little, | 

[Enter Boy and whiſpers Sin Paul. 
| Sir PAUL PLY ANT, 

Gads ſo— Wife, Wife, my Lady Plyant, I have a 
Word. | 

5 Lady PLYANT. 
Im buſie, Sir Paul; I wonder at your Impertinence,— 


CARE. 


- — -— — ä — — — - — — 
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CARELESS. 

Sir Paw, hark ye, I'm reaſoni the Matter you know; 
Madam. if your Ladyfhip well ä 
this in the next Room. 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
O ho, I wiſh yon good Succeſs, I wiſh you good Suc- 


ceſs. - e whe ſhe bas i would 
with her below 


| SCENE AX. 
CyNTHI4, Lord FrROTH, Lady FROTH, Briss. 


Lady FR OTH. 
T. you think that Epiſaue between Suſan, the 
Dairy-Maid, and our Cogch-Man is not amiſs; you 
know, . ſuppoſe the Dairy in Town, as well as in 
the Country. 
BRISK 

Incomparable, let me periſh — But then being an He- 
roick Poem, had not you better call him a Chariozeey ? Cha- 
rioteer ſounds great; beſides your Ladyſhip's Coachman 
having a red Face, and you comparing him to the Sun 
And you know the Sun is call'd Heav'ns Charioteer. 

Lady FROTH, 

Oh, infinitely better; I'm extreamly beholden to you 
for the Hint; ſtay, we'll read over thoſe half a Score Lines 
again, [Pulls out a Pa — Let me fee here, you know 
what goes before — the Compariſon, you know, 
Reads.] Foy as the Sun ſhines ev'ry Day, 

So of our Coachman I may ſay, 


BRISK, 


'; 
* 


* 
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BRISK. 

Tm afraid that Simile won't do in wet Werther Be- 

cauſe you ſay the Sun ſhines every Day. 
Lady FROTH. 

No, for the Sun it won't, but it wilt do for the Coach- 
man, for you know there's moſt Occafion for a Coach in 
2 

B R 18 X. 


Right, right; that ſaves all. 

La FR OT. 
Then I dan t ſay the Sun ſhines all ebe Day, but that 
he peeps now and then, yet he does ſhine all the Day too, 
you know, tho' we don ſee him. 


B RIS X. 

Right, but the Vulgar will never comprehend. that. 

Lady FROTH. 
Well, you ſhall hear ---- Let me fe. 
Reads] oe as the Sun ſhines ev'ry Day, 
So, of our Coach=man I may ſay, 
He ſhows his drunken fiery — 
Fuſs as the Sun does, more or laſs. 


BRISK. 
That's right, all's well, alls well. Move or leſs. 
Lady FROTH, — 
And when as Night his Labour's done 
Then too, like Heav'ns Charioteer the gun: 
Ay. Charioteer does better. 
Into the Dairy he deſcends, 
And there his Whipping amd his Driving ends; 
There he's ſecure from Danger of a Bilk, 
His Fare is paid him, and he ſets in Milk. 
For Suſan, you know, is Thetis, and ſo 
AIS x. 
Iacomparably well and proper, T gad .- But I have 
7 one 
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one Exception to make . Donꝭt you think Bilk (1 know 
it's good Rhime) but don't you think . EE 
like a Hackney Coach man? 

Lady F ROTE. 

I ſwear and vow I m afraid fo And yet our Fehu 
Was a \ Hackney Coach man when my Lord took him. 

| BRISK, 

Was he? I'm anſwer d, if abu was a Hackney Coach- 
man You may put that in the marginal Notes tho 
to prevent Criticiſm only mark it with a ſmall Aſte · 
fin. and lay,— Fehu was fermerly a Hackney Wa 
; Lady FROTAH. | 

I will; ; you'd oblige me m 0 to write Notes to 
the whole Poem. 


BRISK. | 
With all my Heart and Sou), and proud of the maſt Ho: 


'nour, let me periſſi. 
Lord FROTH, 


Hee, hee, hee, my Dear, have you done— won't you 
join with us? we were laughing at my Lady Phifler, and 
Mr, Speer. 

Lady FROTH, . 

— Ay my Dear — Were you? O filthy Mr. Sneer; 
he's a nauſeous Figure, a moſt fulſamick Fop, foh - 
He ſpent two Days together in going about Covent- 
Garden to ſuit the Lining of his Coach wh — Com- 
plexion. 


Lord FR 0 TH. 
O ſilly! yet his Aunt is as fond of him, « as if ſhe had 
brought the Ape into the World her ſelf. 
BRISK, 
Who, my Lady Toothleſs:? O, ſhe's a mortifying pelle 
cle, ſhe's always chewing the Cud like an old Ewe. 
CYNTHIA. 
Fie, Mr. Brick Eringo's for her Cough, 10 
9 0 


to 
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Lady FROTH. | 
I have ſeen her take em half chew'd out of her Mouth, 
to laugh, and then put them in again g Fob, 
Lord FRO TH. 


Foh. | 
Lady FROTH. 4 

Then ſhe's always ready to laugh when Sneey offers to 
ſpeak And fits in Expectation of his no Jeſt, with 
her Gums bare, and her Mouth open ------ 

BRISK. 
Like an Oyſter at low Ebb, I'gad----- Ha, ha, ha. 
CYNTHI1 4. [ Aſide.) | 

Well, I find there are no Fools ſo inconſiderable in them- 
ſelves, but they can render other People contemptible by 
expoſing their Infirmities. 

| Lady FROTH. 

Then that tother great ſtrapping Lady -- can't hit 
of her Name; the old fat Fool that paints ſo exorbi- 
tantly, F 

B RIS K. | 

I know whom you mean -- But deuce take me I 
can't hit of her Name neither - Paints, d'ye ſay ? Why 
ſhe lays it on with a Trowel --------- Then ſhe has a great 
Beard that briſtles through it, and makes her look as if ſhe 
were plaiſter d with Lime and Hair, let me periſh. 

Lady FRO T . 
Oh you made a Song upon her, Mr, Brisk. 
BRISK, 
He? egad, fo I did My Lord can ſing it. 
2 CYNTHI A, 
O good my Lord let's hear it. 
B RIS X. 

Tis not a Song neither It's a ſort of Epigram, or 
rather an Epigrammatick Sonnet ; I don't know what to 
call it, but it's Satire.. - Sing it, my Lord. 


1 
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Lord FRO TH, ſings. 
© Ancient Phillis has young Graces, 

Il a ſtrange thing, but a true one; 

Shall 1 tell you how? 
She her ſelf makes her own Faces, + 
And each Morning wears à new one; 
Woere'; the Wonder now? 

| B R IS X. 

Short, but there's Salt in't; my way of Writing, T'gad; 


SCENE Xl. 
n Foo r MAM. 


OT owt 
FOOTMAN, 


Your Ladyſhip's Chair is come. 
Lady FROTH, 
Is Nurſe and the Child in it? 
FOOTMAN, 
Yes, Madam. 
Lady FROTH. 
O the dear Creature! ler s go ſee it. 
Lord F ROT H. | 
I ſwear, my Dear, you'll ſpoil that Child, with ſending 
it to and again ſo often ; this is the ſeventh time the Chair 
has gone for her to-day. 
Lady FROTH. 
O-law, I ſwear it's but the ſixth ---- and I han't fen her 
theſe two Hours---- The poor dear Creature I ſwear, 
my Lord, you don't Joye poor little Sapho Come, my 
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dear Cynthia, Mr. Brist, we'll go ſee Sapho, tho my Lord 
won't. 
c CrNTHIA, 
I'll wait upon your Ladyſhip. _ 
Pray, Madam, how old is Lady Sapho. ? 
F T7 SETS 1-4 

Three Quarters, but I ſwear ſhe has a World of Wit, and 
al = ſing a Tune already. My Lord, won'tyau go? Won't 
you? What, not to ſee Saph? Pray, my Lord, come 

ſee little Saph. I knew you cou'd not ſtay. | 


SCENE XII. 


CynTH IA, alone. 


Tris not fo hard to counterfeit Joy in the Depth of 

Affliction, as to diſſemble Mirth in Company of 
Fooly=--- Why ſhould I call em Fools? The World 
thinks better of em; for theſe have Quality and Educa- 
tion, Wit and fine Converſation, are receiv'd and admir'd 
by the World --------- If not they like and admire them- 
ſe ves -- And why is not that true Wiſdom, for tis 
Happineſs: And far ought I know, we have milſapply'd 
the Name all this while, and miſtaken the Thing: Since 


ing if Happineſs in Self-content is plag'd, 
ai i Thee —— and Fools only Bla, 


* End of the Third Act. 
cars 
my 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


MELLEFONT ard CYNTHIA, \ 
| | hav 
CYNTHIA. all 

Feat 


8 Heard him loud as I came by the Cloſet- 
Door, and my Lady with him, but ſhe I 


em d to moderate his Paſſion. this 
- -MELLEFONT. 75 
7 Ay, Hell thank her, as gentle Breezes mo- don 
8 Aderate 2 Fire; but I ſhall counter-work her 
Spells, and ride the Witch in her own Bridle, } 
CYNTHI A. 
It's impoſſible ; ſhe'll caſt beyond you gill -I lay my 
Life it will neyer come to be a Match. I 
| MELLEFONT. N 
What ? | þ 
| Between you and me. Dut 
F why ſo? 
CTNT EIA. 7 


My Mind gives me it won't----- becauſe we are both this 
willing; we each of us ſtrive to reach the Goal, and 

hinder one another in the Race ; I ſwear it never does K 
well when the Parties are fo agreed ------ For when Peo- 

ple walk Hand in Hand, there's neither overtaking nor 1 

e We Hunt in Couples, where we both purſue I wor 
the 


2 7 


I. 


: 
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the ame Game, but. forget one another, and *cis becauſe 
we are ſo near that we don't think of coming together. 

4 e 2A LEFO GE 

Hum, gad I believe there's ſomething in't; Mar- 
riage is the Game that we hunt, and while we think that 
we only bave it in View, I don't ſee but we have it in our 
Power. | 
| CIYINTHIA. 

Within reach; for Example, give me. your Hand; you 
have look d through the wrong End of the Perſpective 
all this while; for nothing has been bervreen us but our 
Fears. | 

MELLEFONT. 

I don't know why we ſhould not ſteal out of the Houſe 
this very Moment and marry one another, without Con- 
ſideration or the Fear of Repentance. Pox o' Fortune, Por- 
tion, Settlements and Jointures. ? 

CTNTHIA. 

Ay, ay, what have we to do with em; you know we 
marry for Love. 
MELLEFONT. 

Love, Love, down-right very villainous Love. 

nerd CYNTHI 4. 3 

And he that can't live upon Love, deſerves to die in a 
Ditch. ----- Here then, I give you my Promiſe, in ſpight of 
Duty, any Temptation of Wealth, your Inconſtancy, or 
my own Inclination to change . 

MELLEFONT. 

To run moſt wilfully and unreaſonably away with me 

this Moment; and be married, 
CYNTHI A. 

Hold Never to matry any body elſe, 

__ — *, MELLEFONT. | 

That's but a kind of Negative Conſent---- Why, you 
won't baulk the Frolick ? 

| CTN. 
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| CYNTHIA. $4 36 

Ik you had not been {6 aſſured of your on Conduct 1 

would not ------- But tis but reaſonable that ſince I conſent 

to like a Man without the vile Conſideration of Money, 

he ſhould give me a very evident Demonſtration of his 

Wit: Therefore let me fee you undermine my Lady Touch- 

wood, as you boaſted, and force her to give her Conſent, 
and then . 

MELL EFONT. 
TU dot. 


And I'll do't. 
| MELLEFONT. 
This very next enſuing Hour of eight à Clock is the lt 
Minute of her Reign, unleſs the Devil aſſiſt her in pro- 
pria perſona, | 
CYNTHI 4, 


Well, if the Devil ſhould aſſiſt her, and your Plot mil- 


MELLEFONT. 

Ay, what am I to truſt. to then? 
CTYNTHI A, 

Why if you give me very clear Demonſtration that it 
was the Devil, PII allow for irreſiſtable Odds. But if 1 
find it to be only Chance; or Deſtiny, or unlucky 
Stars, or any thing but the very Devil, I'm inexorable: 
Oaly ſtill ll keep my Word, and live a Maid for yout 
ſake. 


MELLEFONT. 
And you won't die one, for l own ; ſo ſtill there's 


Hope. 
EXNTHI A. 
Here's my Mother-in-law, and your Friend Careleſs ; | 
would not have em fee us together yet. 


CYNTHIA 


SCENE 
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SCENE It 
CaRELEss and Lady PLYANT, 


| Lady P LYANT. 
Swear, Mr. Careleſs, you are very alluring ----- And fay 
ſo many fine Things, and nothing is ſo moving to 
me as a fine Thing. Well, I muſt do you this Juſtice, 
and declare in the Face of the World, never any Body 
gain'd ſo far upon me as your ſelf ; with Bluſhes I muſt 
own it, you have ſhaken, as I may ay, the very Foun- 
dation of my Honour - Well ſure if I eſcape your 
it, I lapotunities, 1 ſhall value my ſelf as long as I live, I 
ear 


7 


CARELESS. * 

And deſpiſe ae. [Sighing., 

Lady PLYANT, 

The laſt of any Man in the World, by my Purity; now 
you make me ſwear ( O Gratitude forbid, that I ſhould 
ever be wanting in a reſpectful Acknowledgement of an 
intro Reſignation of all my beſt Wiſhes, for the Perſon 
and Parts of ſo accompliſh'd a Perſon, whoſe Merit chal- 
enges much more, I'm ſure, than my illiterate Praiſes can 
deſcription -=-==--= | 

CARELESS (In a whining Tone.) 

Ah Heav'ns, Madam, you ruin me with Kindneſs; your 
charming Tongue purſues the Victory of your Eyes, while 
188 eet your poor Adorer dies. 

i Lady PLT ANT. 
Ahl Very fine. 


c ARE. 
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CARELESS (Still whming,) 

Ah why are you ſo Fair, ſo bewitching Fair? O let 

me grow to the Ground here, and feaſt upon that Hand; 

O let me preſs it to my Heart, my trembling Heart, the 

nimble Movement ſhall inſtru& your Pulſe, and teach it 
to alarm Deſire. 

[Zoons, I'm almoſt at the end of my Cant, if ſhe does 


not yield quickly. [ Iſide. 


Lady P LY ANT. 


O that's ſo paſſionate and fine, I cannot hear it — 1 


am not ſafe if I ſtay, and muſt leave you. 
SE $4 2 &/ 
And muſt you leave me! Rather let me languiſh out a 
wretched Life, and breathe my Soul beneath your Feet. 
ä mt Joy the ſame Thing over again, and can't help it. 


LA. 
PLYANT. 

I fear I'm ready to languiſh too—— O my Honour! 
Whither is it going? I proteſt you have given me the 
Palpation of the Heart, 

CARELESS, 

Can you be ſo cruel? —— 

Lady PLYANT. 

O riſe I beſeech you, fay no more till you riſe —==— 
Why did you kneel ſo long? I ſwear I was fo tranſport- 
ed, I did not ſee it. Well, to ſhew you how far 
you have gain d upon ms, I aſſure you if Sir Pax! ſhould 
die, of all Mankind there's none I'd ſooner make my ſe· 
cond Choice, _ 

CARELESS. 

O Heavn! I can't out- lire this Night without your 
Favour I feel my Spirits faint, a general Dampneſs o- 
ver- ſpreads my Face, a cold deadly Dew already vents 
through all my Pores, and will to- Morrowy waſh me for 
ever from your Sight, and drown me in my Tomb, 14 

4 


b 
b 
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Lady PLTANT. 

0 you have conquer'd, ſweet, melting, moving Sir, 
you have conquer'd What Heart of. Marble can refrain 
to weep, and yield to ſuch fad Sayings, —— [Cries. 

CARELES S. 
b I thank Heaw 'n, they are the ſaddeſt that I ever ſaid g 
Oh! [1 ſhall never contain Laughter. ¶Aſide. 
1 Lady PLY ANT. 
Oh, 1 yield my ſelt all up to your uncontroulable Em- 
|; braces Say, thou dear dying. Man, when, where, and 
bow. Ah, there's Sir Paul. 
. CARELESS. 
*Slife, yonder's Sir Paul; but if be were not come, Im 
ſo tranſported 1 cannot ſpeak « This Note will inform 
you. [Gives her a Note: 


N 1 N 
232 2 — \ e 


Lady PLYAanT; Sir PAUL PLYANT, CYNTHIA. 


Sic PAUL PLYANT. | 
HOU art my tender Lambkir, and halt do what 
thou wilt gut endeavour to * this Mel- 
l, 


CYNTHIA. 

I would obey you to my Power, Sir; but if I have not 
him, I have ſworn never to marry. 

— Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Never to marry! Heavns forbid; muſt I neither bave 
Sons: ner Graudſons? muſt the Family of the Phants be 
utterly; extip& for want of Iſſue Male! Oh Impicty 1 But 
it yan ſwear, did: that ſweet Creature ſwear! ha? How 

vol. I. | L durſt 


Ir 
5 
ts 
* 
y 


' 
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durſt you ſwear without my ae Gads- bud, who 
amr 1? 45 a 

C CYNTHIA. 

Pray don't be angry, Sir: when I ſwore, I had your 

Conſent; z and therefore I ſwore, | 
Sir PAUL PLYANT,. 
Why then the revoking my Conſent does annul, or 
make of none effect your Oath: So you may unſwear it 
gain ————— The Law will allow it, 
„ CTNTHIA, 
Ay, but my Conſcience never will. 

: Sir PAUL PLYANT, 

' 'Gads-bud no matter for that, Conſcience and Law ne- 
yer 8⁰ together; you muſt not expect that. 

Lady PLTANI. 

Ay, but Sir Paul, I conceive if ſhe has ſworn, d'ye 
mark me, if ſhe has once ſworn, it is moſt unchriſtian, 
inhuman, and obſcene that ſhe ſhould break it. —— II 
make up the Match again, becauſe Mr. Careleſs ſaid it 


wotlld oblige him. [ Aſide. 


Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Does your Ladyſhip conceive-ſo — Why; I was of that 
Opinion once too —— Nay if your Ladyſhip conceives fo, 
I'm of that Opinion again; but I can neither find my Lord 
nor my Lady to know what they intend. 

Lady PLYANT.” 
I'm fatisfy'd that my Coulin Mellefont has been much 
wrong d. 
CYNTHIA, [Aſide] 
Im amaz d to find her of our We, for I'm fave ſhe 


lov'd. him. 
Lady PLYA NT. 400 
I e th Lady Touchwood-has no Kindneſs for "A 
and beſides I Vc been inform'd by Mr. Careliſe, that Mel 


1 bad never any . more than a profound ie | 
— That 


le. 


el- 


ſiys, Child 
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— That he has own'd himſelf to be my Admirer tis true, 
but he was neyer ſo preſumptuous to entertain any diſ- 
honourable Notions of Things; ſo that if this be made 
plain don't ſee how my Daughter can in Conſcience, 
or Honour, or any thing in the World 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
Indeed if this be made plain, 'as my Lady. your Mother 


| Lady PLYANT. 

Plain! I was inform'd of it by Mr, Careleſs —— And I 
aſſure you Mr. Careleſs is 2 Perſon —— that has a moſt ex- 
traordinary Reſpect and Honour for you, Sir Paul. 

CYNTHIA, [| Aſide.] 
And for your Ladyſhip too, I ak or elſe you had 
not chang'd Sides ſo ſoon; now I begin to find it, 
Sir PAUL PLYANT, | | 

I am much oblig'd to Mr. Careleſi really, he is a Perſon 
that I have a great Value for, not only for that, but becauſe 
he has a great Veneration for your Ladyſhip. 

Lady PLYANT. - 
O las, no indeed, Sir Paul, *tis upon ycur Account, 
Sir PAUL PLY A NT. | 
No, I proteſt and vow, I have no Title to his Eſteem, 
but in having the Honour to appertain in ſome meaſure to 
your Ladyſhip, that's all. | 
Lady PLYANT, © 

" Olaw now, I ſwear and declare, it ſhan't be ſo, you're 
too modeſt, Sir Paul. 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

It becomes me, when there is any Ee made 
between 

Lady PLTANI. 

O fy, fy, Sir Paul, you'll put me out of Countenance 
—— Your very obedient and affectionate Wife; that's all 
—— And highly bonour'd'in that Title. 

L 2 Sir 
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Sir PAUL PLTAN TI. 
|  Gads-bud I am tranſported! Give me leaye to kiſs your 


Ladyſhip's Hand. 
C YNTHI A. 


That my poor Father ſhould be ſo very filly! [Afide. 
Lady PLY ANT. 

My. Lip. indeed, Sir Paul, I ſwear you ſhall. 

[He kiſſes her, and bows very low., 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 

I humbly thank your Ladyſhip—— don't know: whe- 
ther 1 fly on Ground, or walk in Air------ Gads-bud, ſhe 
was never thus before - Well, I muſt own-my ſelf the 
moſt beholden to Mt, Careleſ5----- As ſure as cin be this 
is all his doing ſomething that he has ſaid; well, 
Is a rare thing to haue an ingenious Friend. Well, your 
Ladyſhip is of Opinion that the Match may go for- 
ward ? 


 PLYANT. | 
By Sac r. Careleſs has ſatisf/d me of the 


Matter. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
well, why then Lamb you may keep your Oath, but 
bave a- care of "Om raſh Vows; come hither to me, 


and kiſs Papa. 
eee e Lem in fuck a twitter to read Mr. 
5 his Letter, tbat I can t forbear any longer . 
But though 1 may read all Letters firſt by Prerogative, 
yet Il be ſure to - bo unſuſpected this time, ———— Sir 


Paul. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT, 


Did your Ladyfſhip-call? 
| . FOOTY ; 


_ Nay, not to interrupt you. my Derr On lend” me 


our » Which you-bad from your Steward wy, 


. 
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I woald look upon the Account again; and may be in- 
creaſe your Alle wance. | 
Sir PAUL PIYTANT. 

- "There it is, Madam; Do you want a Pon and Ink? - 

| ' © | Bows and gives the Letter, 
. ar} 2f Lady PLY ANT, 
No. no, nothing elſe, I thank you, Sir Paul. So, 
now I can read my on Letter under the Cover of bis. 


Me. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

He? and wilt thou bring a Grandſon at nine Months 
end —— —— He? a brave chopping Boy. —— II ſettle a 
thouſand Pound a Year upon the Rogue as ſoon as ever 
he looks me in the Face, I will Gads- bud. I'm overjoy d 
to think 1 have any of my Family that will _ Chil- 
dren into the World. For I would fain have ſome Reſem- 
blance of my ſelf in my Poſterity, he Thy? Can't you 
contriye that Affair, Girl? Do, Gads-bud, think on thy 
old Father; heh? Make the young Rogue as like as you 


ne -., CYNTHIA. 

I'm glad to ſee you ſo merry, Sir: 

Sr PAUL PLYANT, | 

Merry! Gads:bud I'm ſerious, I'll give thee 500 l, for 
every Inch of him that reſembles me; ah this Eye, this 
left Eye! A thouſand Pound for this lefr Eye. This has 
done Execution in it's time, Girl; why thou haſt my 
Leer, Huſly, juſt thy Father's Leer. Let it be tranſ- 
mitted to the young Rogue by the help of Imagination: 
why tis the Mark of our Family, Dy; our Houſe is di- 
ſtinguiſh'd by a languiſhing Eye, as the Houſe of Auſtria 
is by a thick Lip.—— Ab! when I was of your Age Huſ- 
ſey, I would have held fifty to one, I could have drawn 


my own Picture Gads-bud I could have done 


L 3 not 
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not ſo much as you neither, Raney * don't 


bluſh 
CYNTHIA...  : 
+ don't bluſh, Sir, for I vow I don't underſtand 
Sir PAUL PLTANI. 
Pſhaw, Pſhaw, you fib you Baggage, you do under- 
ſtand, ard you tall underſtand; come don't be ſo nice, 
Gads bud don't learn after your Mother - in- Liw my Lady 
here: Marry Heav'n forbid that you ſhould follow her Ex- 
ample, that would ſpoil all indeed. Bleſs us, if you ſhould 
take a Vagarie and make a raſh Reſolution on your Wed- 
ding Night, to die a Maid as ſhe did; all were ruin'd, all 
my Hopes loſt my Heart would break, and my 
Eſtate would be left to the wide World, he? I hope you 
are a better Chriſtian than to think of * a Nun; he? 
Anſwer me. 


CINTHI A, 
I'm all Obedience, Sir, to your Commands. 
Lady PLYANT, ¶ Having read the Letter.] 

O dear Mr. Careleſs, 1 ſwear he writes charming]y, and 
he looks charmingly, and he bas charm'd me, as much as 
I have charm'd him; and ſo Ill tell him in the Wardrobe 
when 'tis dark. O Crimine, I hope Sir Paul has not ſeen 
| both. Letters. 
[ats the Letter haſtily up, and gives him her own, 
Sir Paul, here's your Letter; to Morrow Morning I'll ſet- 
tle Accounts to your Advantage. | 


SCENE 


— — 
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SCENE IV. 


[To them] B R-1 6 K. 


BRISK, 
81 Paul, Gads-bud you're an uncivil Perſun, let me 
tell you, and all thatz and I did net think it had been 

in ou 


Sir PAUL PLTANI. 

0 Law, what's the Matter now ? I hope you are not 
angry, Mr. Brisk. 

B RIS X. 

Deuce take me 1 believe you intend to marry. your 
Daughter your ſelf; you're always brooding over. her like 
an old Hen, as if ſhe were not well hatch'd, i gad, he? 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
Good ſtrange ! Mr. Brisk is ſuch a merry facetious Per- 


ſon, he, he, he. No, no, I have done with her, I have 
done with. ber now. 


BRISK. 

The Fidlers have ſtay d this Hour in the Hall, and my 
Lord Froth wants a Partner, we can never begin without 
her. 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Oh, go Child, go, get you gone and dance and be mer- 
ry, I come and look at you by and r. ----- Where's my 
Son Mellefont ? . | 

Lady P L. YAN 1. 
Pll ſend him to them: I know where he is - 
BRISK. 

Sir Paul. will you ſend Careleſs into the Hall if you 
meet him ? 

L 4 Sir 
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Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


1 will I will, Tl go andlogkfor bim on purpe'e. 


Baisk alone, 


o now they are all gone, and I have an O 

| to practiſe — Ah! My dear Lady Froth! She's a 
| moſt engaging Creature, if ſhe were not ſo fond of that 
damn d coxcombly Lord of hers; and yet I am forced to 
allow him Wit too, to keep in with him —— No matter, 
The's a Woman of Parts, and 1 gad parts will catry her. She 
ſaid ſhe would follow me into the Gallery No to make 
my Approaches ——Hem hem! Ah Ma-(Bews.) dam! — 
Pox ont, why ſhould 1 diſparage my Parts by thinking 
what T0 fay ? None but dull Rogues 4 int; witty I 
like rich Fellows, are always ready for all Expences; white 
your Blockheads, like poor needy Scoundrels, are forced to 
examine their Stock, and forecaſt the Charges of the Day. 
Here ſhe comes, I'll ſeem not to ſee her, and try to win her 
with a new airy Invention of my own: bem! 


SCENE 


es „ 4k Aron... 
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SCENE VI. 
[To him] Lady FroOmTR, 


B R IS K ſongs walking about. - 
| cap cond with Love, ha, ha, ha, prigthes come cure me. 
Tm ſick with, &c. 
O ye Pow'rs !-O my Lady Froth my Lady Froth ! my 
Lady Froth ! Heigho! Break my Heart; Gods I thank you, 
[Stands muſmg with his Arms a-croſs, 
Lady FROTH, 
O Heav ns, Mr. Brisk : What's the Matter? 
BRISK. 
My Lady Froth! Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Ser- 
vant; — The Matter, Madam ? Nothing, Madam, nothin 
at all Igad. I was fallen into — agreeable — 
ment in the whole Province of — That's all 
(I'll ſeem to conceal my Paſſion, and that * 
look like Reſpect.) [4fide, 
Lady FROTH, 
Bleſs me, why did you call out upon me ſo loud? -«-. 
BRISK. 
O Lord, I, Madam! I beſeech your Ladyſhip— when? 
Lady F R O T H. 
Juſt now as I came in; bleſs me! why, don't you 
know it? 


BRISK. 

Not I, let me periſh — Bur did I! Stra Strange! I cons 
feſs your Ladyſhip was in my Thoughts; and I -was in 
a ſort of Dream that did in a manner preſent a very 
pleaſing Object to my Imagination; but but did 1 

Ls indeed 


2 


\ 
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indeed? To ſee how Love and Murder will out, 
But did — name my Lady Froth? 5 
Lady F ROT E. 

Three times aloud, as 1 love Letters — But did you 
talk of Love? O Farnaſſus! who would have thought 
Mr. Brizk could have been in Love, ha, ha, ha. O Heav'ns ! 
I thought you cou'd have no Miſtreſs but the Nine Muſes. 

BRIS X. 

No more 1 have I'gad, for I adore em all in your La- 
dyſhip Let me periſh, | don't know whether. to 
be ſplenatick, or airy upon't; the Deuce take me if I can 
tell whether I am glad or ſorry that your Ne- has 
made the Diſcovery. 
| Lady FRO T H. 

O be merry by all means — Prince Valſeins | in Love! 
Ha, ha, ha. 


BRI 9 X. 
O barbarous, to turn me into Ridicule! Yet, ha, ha, 
ha. The Deuce take me, I can't help laughing my ſelf, 
ha, ha, haz yet by Heay'ns I have a violent dae for 


your Ladyſhip, ſeriouſly. | 12 

Lady F ROT H. ä — 22 

SGeriouſly? ha, ha, ha, 23 
B RIS X. 


Seriouſly, ha, ha, ha. Gad I have, for all 1 hugh: 
Lady F ROTH. 
| Ha, ha, ha! What d'ye think I laugh at? Ha, ha, ha. 
BRISK 
. Me I'gad, ha, ha. 
Lady FROT H. 8 
No, the Deuce take me if 1 don't lavgh at my ſelf; for 
La; me if I have not a violent Paſſion for Mr. * ha, 


' ha, ha. 


| BRISK, 
Seriouſly .? 17 85 


Lady 
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Lady FROT H. 
Seriouſly, ha, ha, ba. | 
B XK 4 8 K. 

That's well enough; let me periſh, ha, ha, ha. O mi- 
raculous, What „beprn Ding, Ah my dear charming 
wy Froth ! 

O my adored Mr, Brick! 2 | [ Embrace, 


RY % 
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SCENE VII. 
[To them] Lord FRO TU. 


Lord F R O T E. 

T AE Company are all ready How now? 
| F 

Zoons, Madam, there's my Lord. [Softly to her, 
„ e eee dor iN; 

Take no Notice but obſerve me Now 
caſt off, and meet me at the lower End of the Room, and 
then join Hands again; I could teach my Lord this Dance 
purely, but I vow, Mr. Brisk, I can't tell how to come fo 
near any other Man. Oh here's my Lord, now you ſhall 
ſee mie do it with him. 


- [They ou to practiſe 22 of a Country Dance. 


ord F R OT 
Oh, 1 he there's no * yet ———— But 
I So t like this Familiarity, _ [ Ade. 


Lady FR OTH. | 
Sball you and I do our cloſe Dance, to ſhow 


Mr. Brisk? 
Lord 
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| Lord F R O CTA. 
No, my Dear, do it with him. 
lady Y R O N E. 
= do it with him, my Lord, when you ere out of the 
7. | * 
BRISK, ESL: 496 16 
That's good I'gad, that's good. Deuce take me I can 


hardly help laughing in his Face. . [fide 
Lord FROTH. 


wr z 
3 | 


With all my Heart. 
4 5 BRISK. 

Come my Lord, ll wait on you—— my charming 
witty Angel! a | [To her. 


Lady FROTH, 
We, ſhall have. whiſpering time 90 18 you know, 
ſince we are Partners. 


— 


AYR N 
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- $CE N E vill. 
Lady PLTYTANT, and CARELESS. 


Lady PLYANT.. 
0 Mr. Careleſs, Mr. Gaveleſs, Im ruin'd, I'm undone! 
| CARELESS. 
Wu the Matter, Madam f . 
| Lady PLYANT. 
O the unlucky Accent, L afraid 1 ſhan't live to 


tell it you. 
CARELESS. 
Hayn forbid! What is it? 


Lady 


O8 O ATTDPy3SCSHSOTM a 
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lady PLT ANT. 1 
I'm in ſuch a Fright; the ſtrangeſt Quandaxy and Pre- 
munirett Im all over in an Uaiverfal Agitation, I dare 
ſwear every Circumſtance of me trembles. O your 
Letter, your Letter] by an unfortunate Miſtake, I have 
given Sir kun your Letter inftead of bis own. 
| CARELESS, 1 
That was unlucky, 
Lady PLY ANT. 
Lr Woe 
in here and adviſe me quickly, before he 
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SCENE IX. 


Sy PAvuL with a Letter. 
Sir PAUL PEYANT, 


O Providence A, what a Conſpiracy have I difcorerd— 


But let me ſee to make an end on't.——( Reads ) 


Hum After Supper in the Wardrobe by the Gallery. If , 


Sir Paul ſhould ſurprize ns, I have a Commiſion from him 
to treat mich you about the very Matter of Rack ---- Matter 
of Fact! Very pretty; it ſeems then I am conducing to 
my own Cuckoldom ? why this is the very trniterous Po- 

fition of taking up Arms by my Authority, againſt my 
Perſia 1 Well, fo Goren then h is EN 


Ration andrea 
72 C Dying Ned Cueleſa 


Gads-bud, would that were Matter of Fa too. Die 
_ be damn'd for a Judas: Maccabeus, and 1/carios both. 


O Friendſhip! What art thou but a Name! Henceforward 


let no Man make a Friend that would not be a Cuckold: 
For 


— 
< 


=> ES... 


— 
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For whom ſoever he receives into his Bòôſom, will find the 
Way to his Bed, and there return his Careſſes with In- 
tereſt to his Wife. Have I for this been pinion'd Night 
after Night for three Years paſt? Have I been ſwath d 
in Blankets till I have been even depriv'd of Motion? Have 
I approach d the Marriage Bed with Reverence as to a ſa- 
cred Shrine, and denyd my ſelf the Enjoyment of lawful 
Domeſtick Pleaſures to preſerve its Purity, and muſt I now 
find it polluted by foreign Iniquity? O my Lady Plyant, 
you were chaſte as Ice. but you are melted now, and 
falſe as Water. But Providence has been conſtant to 
me in diſcovering this Conſpiracy: ſtill I am beholden to 
Providence, if it were not for Providence, ſure poor Sir 
Paul thy Heart would break. 


S.CE NE X. 
2 him) AER 


I - 


O, Sir, I ſee you have read the Letter,. Well 
now, Sir Paul, what do you think of your Friend 
Careleſs ? Has he been treacherous, or did you give his 
Infolence a Licenſe to make Tryal of your Wife's ſuſpect- 
ed Virtue? Dye ſee here? [Snatches the Letter as in Anger. 
Look, read it: Gad's my Life it I thought it were ſo, I 
would this Moment renounce all Communication with 
you. Ungrateful Monſter ! He? Is it ſo? Ay, I ſee it, a 
Plot upon my Honour; your guilty "Cheeks: confeſs it: 
Oh where ſhall wrong'd Virtue . for ane I'll be 
* this. Inſtant. 
Sit 


th 


be 
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Sir PAUL PLY AN T. 

Gads-bud what ſhall I ſay? this is the ſtrangeſt Sur- 
prize! Why I don't know any thing ar all, nor I don't 
oped whether there be any thing at all in the World, or 
_ | 

Lady PLT ANT. | : 

1 thought T ſhould try you, falſe Man. I that never 
diſembled in my Life: Yet to make Tryal of you, pre- 
tended to like that Monſter of Iniquity, Carelefs, and 
found out that Contrivance to let you ſee this Letter; 
which-now I find was of your own inditing —— I do 
Heathen, I do; ſee my Face no more; I'll be divorced 
preſently. | 

Sir PAUL PILTAN T 

O drange, what will become of me! — I'm ſo a- 
maz'd, and ſo overjoy'd, ſo afraid, and fo forry.—— 
But did you . me this Letter on Purpoſe, he? Did 

ou? 
Lady TAN 

Did 1? Do you doubt me, Turk, Saracen? I have a 
Couſin that's a Proctor in the Commons, I'll go to bim 
inſtantly — 

Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 

Hold, tay, I beſeech your Ladyſhip — Im 1 ar d, 
ſtay, Ill confeſs all. 

Lady PLTAN I. 
What will you confeſs, Jew? W 
Sr PAUL PLYANT. 

Why now as I hope to be ſaved, I had no Hand in 
this Letter —— Nay hear me, I befeech your Ladyſhip: 
The Devil take me now if he did not go beyond my Com- 
miſſion If I defired him to do any more than ſpeak 
a good Word only juſt for me; Gads-bud only for poor 
dir Paul, I'm an N e or a Je, or what you pleaſe 
10 call me. > | l 

Lady 
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Lady PLY ANT. © 
- -Why is not here Matter of Fact? | 
Sir PAUL PLIANT 
Ay. but by your -own Virtue and Continency that 
—_ of Fact is all bis own doing I confeſs 1 had 
t Defire to have ſome Honours conferr'd upon 
=, which lye all in your Ladyſhip's Breaſt, and he be. 
ing a well · ſpoken Man, I defired him to ep for 


* 
Lady PLTANT. 
Did you ſo, Prefawption.1 Oh! he comes, the Targuin 
comes; I cannot bear his Sight. 
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SCENE Xl. 
CaRELEss, Sir Paul PLYANT, 


CARELESS, 
IR Paul, Lm glad I've met with you! gad IT have 
ſaid all I could, but can't prevail -. Then my 
Friendſhip to you has carried me a little farther in this 

Matter —--- 
Sir PAUL PLYANT, 

Indeed Well Sir ------ I'll diſſemble with him a little. 

CARELESS, 
- Why Faith I have in my Time known honeſt Gentle- 
men abuſed by a pretended Coyneſs in their Wives, and 
I had a Mind to try my Lady's Virtue - And when J 
could not prevail for you, gad I pretended to be in 
Love my felf------ but all in vain, ſhe would nat hear a 
Word upon that Subject: Then I writ a Lettter to her; 1 
don't 


50 K 
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don't know what Effects that will have, but I'll be ſure to 
tell you when I do, tho by this Light L. believe her Virtue 
1 im . 

O Providence ! Providence! What Diſcoveries are here 
_— Why, this is better and more miraculous than the 
re 


FISEE 


CARELESS. 
What do you mean? 
; Sir PHUL PLYANT. 
_w I can't tell you, I am ſo overjoy'd; come along with 


me to my Lacy, can't contain my felf; come my dear 


Friend. 
CARELESS. 
So, lo, this Difliculty's aver. 


SCENE Al. 
Mirrzronz, MaSKy EL from gdifferms Doors. 


MELLEFONT. 
Ackwell! I have been looking for you---- tis within 
a Quarter of Right. 

ASR ELI. 

My Lady is juſt gone into my Lord's Cloſet, you had 
tle- beſt ſteal iato her Charter before the comes, and lye con- 
and cealed there, otherwiſe ſhe may lock the Door when we 
en If are together, and ypu not eafily get in to ſurprize us. 
e in MELLEFONT, 
ar 2 He: You ſay true. 


lon't | MAS K- 
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4 | M A 5 K r EL I. 

"i had beſt make haſte ;' for after ſhe has made eme 
Apology to the Company for her own, and my Lord's 
Abſence all this while, hel retire to her bar xo in- 
— | 
- ME LLEFO NT. 5 
I go his Moment: Now Fortune Ideſie thee, 


: — 4 | Dc N 1 = WY, — / 1 
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8 MASKWELL, alone. 
1 Confeſs you may be allow'd to be ſecure in your own 
Opinion; the Appearance is very fair, but I have an 
After- Game to play that ſhall turn the Tables, and hae 
— that I muſt manage. 


e 
SCENE XIV. 
[To him] Lord Toucuwoop, 
Lord TOUCHWOO D. 
M, you are the Man I wiſh'd to meet. 
 MASKWELT. 


I am happy to be in . way of. your Lordſhip Com- 
mands; 


Lord TOUCHW © OD. 
I have always found you prudent and careful in any 
thing that has concern'd me or my Family. 


 MASRK- 
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MASKWEZLLI, Kg 
I were à Villain elſe---+-- I am bound by Duty and 
Gratitude, and my own Inclination, to be ever your Lord- 


. ſhip's Servant. 


: Lord FOUCHWOOD. 
Enough You are my Friend; I know it: Yet 
there has been a thing in your Knowledge, which has 
concern'd me nearly, that you! have conceal'd from me. 

* | MASK W ELI. 

My Lord! A 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

Nay, I excuſe your Friendſhip to my unnatural Ne- 
phew thus far -— - But I know you have been privy to 
his impious Deſigns upon my Wife. This Ev'ning ſhe 
has told me all: Her good Nature conceal'd it as long as 
was poſſible; but he perſeveres ſo in Villany, that ſhe bas 
told me even you were weary of diſſuading him, 
though you have once actually hindred him from forcing 
her, art ies: 
MASKWELL, 

I am ſorry, my Lord, I can't make you an Anſwer; 
this is an Occaſion in which I would willingly be fi- 
lent. Fg | $3021 


And I know 


Lord TOUCHW 00D. 
I know you would excuſe him 
as well that you can't. 
MASXKV ELI. 
Indeed 1 was in hopes thad been a youthful Heat, that 
might have ſoon boil'd over; but — 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 


Say on. 
MASK WET k. 
I have nothing more to ſay, my Lord------ But to ex- 
preſs my Concern; for I think his Frenzy increaſes 2 


$36 The DounLA-DZA LER. 
Lord TOUCH OO D. 

Hoy Gise me but Proof of it, Ocular Proof, that 1 
my Fortunes. 6 

O my. Lord! conſider that is hard: Beſides, Time may 
Work upon him: Then, for me to do it! I have ptofeſid 
an everlaſting Friendſnip to him. 

Lord TOUCHW 00D. 
He is your Friend, and what am I? 
MASK ELI. 

1 am anſwered. 7 4 
.... lod TOUCH Oo D. 
Fear not his Diſpleaſure; I will, put you out of his and 
Fortunes Power; and for. thst thou art ſcrupulauſly honeſt, 
T will ſecure thy Fidelity to him, and give my Honour ne- 
ver. to own any Diſcovery that. you ſhall make me. Can;you 
give me a demonſtrative Proof? Speak. 
| | MASKWELLI. 

I wiſh I could not To be plain, my Lord, I in- 

tended this Ev'ning to have try'd all Arguments to -dil- 
ſuade him from a Deſign, which I ſuſpect; and if I had 
— ſucceeded, to have informed your Lordſhip of what I 

W. 


I thank you. What is the Villain's Purpoſe? 
MASKWELL. 

He has own'd nothing to me of late, and what I mean 
now, is only a bare Suſpicion of my own, If your Lord- 
ſhip will meet me a Quarter of an Hour hence there, in 
that Lobby of my Lady's Bed-Chaniber, I ſhall be able to 

you more. 8 
| Lord TOUCH OOD. 
IVI. 
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MASKWELLTL. | 
My Duty to your Lordſhip, makes me do a ſevere Piece 
of Juſtice, 
Lord TOUCHWOOD, 
I will be ſecret, and reward your Honeſty beyond your 
Hopes, 


SCENE XV. 
SCENE opening eus Lady To ue. 


WO 0 D's Chamber. 


MILLI ON r, Solws. 


PRAY Heav'n my Aunt keep touch with her — 
tion, --*----- Oh that her Lord were but ſweating be- 
bind this Hanging, with the expectation of what I ſhall ſee 
--- Hiſt, ſhe comes - Little does ſhe think what a Mine 
is juſt ready to ſpring under her Feet. But to my Pott; 
[Goes behind the Hanging. 


4 * 
1 N 


SCENE XV. 


Lady TouckvOO D. 


Ts eigbt a Clock : Methinks I ſhould have found - 


” him here. Who does not prevent the Hour of Love, 
out-ſtays the Time; for to be dully Punctual, is too low, 
IM, accuſing you of neglect. 


SCENE 


n 


* 
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SCENE XVII. 


Lady Toucvoob, and MASK WELL. 
MELLEFONT abſcnding, 


* AS KME L I. 


I you do reproach me when I ſee you here "Hh 
fore me; but tis fit I ſhould be ſtill behind-hand, ill to 
be more and more indebted' to your Goodneſs, 

Lady. TOUCHWOOD. 

You can excuſe a Fault too well, "not to have been to 
man ready Anſwer, ſhews'you were prepared. 

MAS XV EL LI. 

Guile i is ever at a Loſs, and | Confuſion waits upon it; 
when Innocence and bold Truth are always ready for Ex- 
1 
Lady TO UC H WO 0 D. 

Not in Loves Words are the weak Support of cold In- 
differences Love has no Language to be heard, 

AW HSIKWEL:L.. 

Exceſs of Joy has made me ſtupid! Thus may my Lips 
be ever clos'd. [Kiſſes her.] And thus - Oh who 
would not loſe bis Speech, upon Condition to have Joys 


above it ? 
Lady TOUCYWwOOD. 


Hold, let me Jock the Door firſt, [ag to 105 Door . | 


e fe  MASKWELL, oe) 
Die 
| Lady 


r 
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Lady TOUC HWQOD. 


So. that's ſafe. | 
)  MASKWELL, | 
f And fo may all your Pleaſures be, and ſecret as this 
Kiſs - 
| MELLEFONT. | 
And may all Treachery be thus diſcover d. [Leaps out. 
Iady TOUCHW0O 0D. 1 
Ah! [Shrieks. 
, MELLEFONT _. | 
Villain ! Ih | | [ Offers to draw, 
MASK ELI. 
a Noy then, there's but one Way. Kun, out. 
0 
WH 0 =& 
0 
| 8 0 E N E XVIII. 
; Lady Tovenwoon, MEeLLEPONT. 


M E LLEFON T. 
Ir you ſo, were you provided for an Eſcape? Hold, 
4 Madam, you have no more Holes to your * 
Pl ſtand between you and this Sally; Port. 1 
Lady TOUCHWOOD, 
; . Thunder ſtrike thee dead for this Deceit, immediate 


Lightning blaſt thee, me and the whole World - Oh! I 

; could rack my ſelf, play the Vulture to my own Heart, 
and gnaw it piece · meal, for not boding to me this Mis- 

| eee . 

n [ VELLEFONT. XY 

* be Patient, — 4 


on | Lach robe HU o D. 
Fr be Dachn d. F n + 
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MELLEFONT. 

Conſider I have you. on the Heok; you will but flöun- 
der your ſelf a weary, and be neverthileſs my Priſoner, --- 
Lady TOUCHIY O OD. 

TI hold my Breath and die, but III be free. 

MELLEFON T. 

0 Madam, have a care of dying. unprepar'd; I doubt 
Nou have ſome unrepented| Sins 2 may hang heavy, and 
retard your Flight. -: 

.: Lady FoucHwooD. 

01 What fhall I- de? ſay? Whither: ſhall I turn? Has 
Hell no N t 5 5 * 
NME LTL E T 0 N 7. | 

None, Hell has ſery'd you er 'n as Heav'n has done, left 
you to your ſelf —.— You're in a kind of Eraſmic? Para- 
dffe; yet if you pleaſe yo may mike it a Purgatory; and 
with a little Penance and my Abſolution all this may turn 
to good Account. 

Lady TOUCHIF 00D, [Aſide] 

Hold in my Paſſion, and fall, fall a little thou ſwelling 

_ let me have ſome Intermifſion of this Rage, and 
ono Minute's Coolneſs to diſſemble. {\She. weeps, 
"OO APEEE ET ONT. | "gp? 


You have beet to blame; -I hke thoſe Tears, and 


are of the kind ----- Penjtential Tears; | 

Wan l 8 6 % 00 5 | 
O the scene wis Mifted quick” before me I Had not 
time to thifik'-----1'Was 2 t6 ſee a Monſter in the 
| Glaſs, and now” I find tig my ſef; Can you bave Mercy 
tõ forgive the Flutes" I bave imagin'd, but never put in 
Praice--—-O conſider, confider bow fatal you have been 
to me, you have N kilk du Quitf of this Life, The 
Love of you wag 15 wand rm Fire that e er miſled 
my Steps, ud dl Thad only that in View, I was be- 
_ tray'd. into unthought-of Ways of Ruin. 
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MELLEFONT. 
May I believe this true? 
Lady TOUCHWOO D. 
O be not cruelly incredulous How can you doubt 
theſe ſtreaming Eyes? Keep the ſeyereſt Eye o'er all my 
future Condut; and if I once relapſe, let me not hope 
Forgiveneſs; twill ever be in your Power to ruin me .- 
My Lord ſhall ſign to your Deſires; I will my ſelf create 
your Happineſs, and Cynthia ſhall be this Night your Bride 
— do but conceal my Failings, and forgive. 
MELLEFO NT. 
1 ſuch Terms I will be ever yours in ev'ry honeſt 
ay. 
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SCENE XIX. 
MSA II feftly introduces Lord Toucuwoop, and rerires. 


MASXV ELI. 
1 kept my Word, he's here, but I muſt not be 
u. 


Vol. I. M SCENE 
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SCENE XX. 


Lich Tovcnwoop, Led Touchvoon, 
MELLEFON r. ä 


Lord TOUCHW OO D. 
ELL and Amazement! ſhe's in Tears, 
Lady TOUCHWOO We (Kneelivg.) 
Eternal Bleſſings thank you'------------ Ha! My Lord 
lit ning! O Fortune has o erpaid me all, all! alls my own! 
[ Aſide. 
MELLE 7 ONT. 
Nay I beſeceh you riſe. 
Lady TOUCHI Oo db. (Aloud) 
Never, never! Fll grow to the Ground, be buried quick 
beneath it, cer I'll be conſenting to ſo damn di a Sin as In- 
ceſt ! unnatural Inceſt! 


MELLEFONT,. 
Ha! 
Lady TOUCHWOO D. 
O cruel Man, will you not let me go Tl forgive 
all that's paſt O Heav'n, you will not raviſh me! 
M E 2. ＋L. E F ne N 1. 
Damnation? 
| Lord T 0 c HWO 0D. | 
Monſter, Dog! your Life ſhall anſwer this------ 
[ Draws and runs at ar Mellefonr, is held by Lady Touch- 


wood, 
| Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
© Heay'ns my Lord: Hold! hold! for Heay'n's ſake. 
ELLE. 


Wee wed 


* 


| 
4 
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MELLEFONT. 

Confuſion! my Uncle! O the damn d Sorcereſs! 

1 Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

Moderate your Rage, good my Lord! He's mad, alas 
he's mad ----- Indeed he is, my Lord, and knows not what 
he does dee ha wild he looks: 

MELLEFONT. 

By Heav'n 'twere ſenſeleſs not to be mad, and ſee ſuch 

Witchcraft. 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

My Lord, you hear him, he talks idly. 

; Lord TOUCHWQO OD. 

Hence from my Sight, thou living Infamy to my Name; 
when next I ſee that Face I'll write Villain in't with my 
Sword's Point. 

MELLEFONT. 

Now, by my Soul, 1 will got go 'till I have made 
known my Wrongs ——— Nay, till I have made known 
yours, which (if poſſible) are greater------though ſhe has 
all the Hoſt of Hell her Servants. 

Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

Alas he raves! Talks very Paetry! For Heav'n's fake a- 
way my Lord, he'l} either tempt yay to Extravagance, or 
commit ſome himſelf, 

MELLEFONT. 

Death and Futies, will yau not hear me - Why by 
Heav'n ſhe laughs, grigs, paints to yaur Back; ſhe forks 
out Cuckoldom with her Fingers, and you're running Horu- 
mad after your Fortune, | 

[ 4s ſhe is going ſhe turns back and ſmiles at him. 
Lord TOUCHWOO D. 
I fear he's mad indeed Let's ſend Maskwellto him. 
MELLEFONT, 
Send kim to her. 


M 2 Lady 
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Lady TOUCHWO OD. 
Come, come, good my Lord, my Heart akes fo, I 
ſhall faint if I ſtay, | 


SCENE XXI. 


| MeLLEFONT alone. 

O T could curſe my Stars; Fate, and Chance; all Cauſes 
| and Accidents of Fortune in this Life! But to what 
Purpoſe'? Yet, ſdeath, for a Man to have the Fruit of all 
his Induſtry grow full and ripe, ready to drop into his 
Mouth, and juſt when he holds out his Hand to gather it, 
to have a ſudden Whirlwind come, tear up Tree and all, 
and bear away the very Root and Foundation of his Hopes; 
What Temper can contain? They talk of ſending Maskwel 
to me; I never had more need of him -------- But what can 
he do? Imagination cannot form a fairer and more plauſible 
Deſign than this of his which has miſcarried ---- O my pre- 
cious Aunt, I ſhall never thrive without I deal with the 
Devil, or another Woman. . 


Women like Flames have a deſtroying Pow'r, 
Ne'er to be quench'd, 'till they themſelves devour. 


SCENE fog, 


"ACT 
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ACT v. SCENE l. 


Lady TouchwooD and MASKWELL- 


ho TOUCHWOOD. 
N AS'T not lucky? 
8 M ASKWELL. | 
88 Lucky! Fortune is your own, and tis her 
4 8 Intereſt ſo to be; by Heav'n I believe you 
bd can controul her Pow'r, and ſhe fears it; 
| though Chance brought my Lord, twas 
your own Art turn'd it to Advantage. 
Lady FOUCHWOOD. 
'Tis true, it might have been my Ruin But yon- 
oben Lord, | believe he's coming to fiad you, I'll not 


— 


 *W 4#, of hw 


MASKWELYL alone. 
= O; 1 durſt not own my introducing my Lord, though 
it ſucceeded well for her; for ſhe would have ſuſpect- 
ed a Deſign which I ſhould have been puzzled to excuſe. 
My Lord is thoughtful ---- I'll be fo too; yet he ſhall know 
my Thoughts; or think he does 
M 3 SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
' [Tv him] Lord Toucntwood, 


M ASKWELLTL, 


THAT have I done? 
Lord TOUCHWOOD 
Talking to himſelf! | 
MASKWEL I. 


"Twas honeſt and ſhall I be rewarded for it? No; + 


*twas honeſt, therefore I ſhan't ; ------- Nay, rather there- 
fore I ought not; for it rewards it ſelf. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. | 
© Unequall'd Virtue! | [ Aſide. 
N ASX ELI. | 
But ſhould it be known ! Then I have loſt a Friend! He 
was an ill Man, and 1 have gain'd; for half my ſelf I lent 
him, and that I have recall'd; fo I have ſerved my elf, 
and what is yet better, I bave ſerved a worthy Lord to 
whom I owe my ſelf. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD, 
Excellent Man! [ Aſide, 
M 4S-KWE-LLI, 4 
Yet I am wretched, O there is a Secret burns within 
this Breaſt, which ſhould it once blaze forth, would ruin 
all, conſume my honeſt Character, and brand me with the 
Name of Villain. 
Lord TOUCHIWOOD, 
Ha! 


MASXV ELI. 


wWby 901 love! "yer Heav'n and my waking Conſcience 
are 


ee 228 TAS cp 
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are my Witneſſes, I never gave one working Thought a 
Ventz which might diſcover that I loy'd, nor ever muſt; 
no, let it prey upon my Heart; for I would rather die, 
than ſeem once, barely. ſeem, diſhogeſt: O, ſhould it once 
be known I love fair Cynthia, all this that I have done 
would look like Rivas Malice, falſe Friendſhip to my 
Lord, and baſe Self-intereſt, Let me periſh firſt, and from 
this Hour avoid all Sight and Speech, and, if I can, all 
Thought of that pernicious Beauty. Ha! but what is my 
Diſtraction doing? I am wildly talking to my ſelf, and 
ſome ill Chance might have directed malicious Ears this 
way. [Seems to ſtart, ſeeing my Lord. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

Start not · let guilty and diſhoneſt Souls art at the 
Revelation of their Thoughts, but be thou fix'd, as is thy 
Virtue, | | 
1 M AS RKW EL L. 

I am confounded, and beg your Lordſhip's Pardon for 
. thoſe free Diſcourſes which 1 have had wich my (elf. 
Lora TOUCHWOOD. 

Come, I beg your Pardon that I over-heard you, and 
yet it ſhall not need ------ Honeſt Aaskwell! thy and my 
good Genius led me hither-- Mine, in that I bave 
diſcover d ſo much manly Virtue; thine, in that thou ſbalt 
have due Reward of all thy Worth, Give me thy Hand 
my Nephew is the alone remaining Branch of all our 
ancient Family; him I thus blow away, and conſtitute 
thee in his Room to be my Heir -=o--- 

MASKWELL, 


Now Heav'n forbid --=----- 
Lord TOUCHWOO d. 
No more--------I have refoly'd-.---- the Writings are 


ready drawn, and wanted nothing but to be fign'd, and 
have his Name inſerted Tours will fill the Blank as 
well I will have no Reply Let me command 

M4 this 
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this time; for tis the laſt, in which I will aſſume Autho- 


= — hereafter, you ſhall rule where I have Power. 


M ASKWELL, 
I humbly would Petition - 
ler for your af? " [Mu poſer) i ew of ouitl 
s't for your — e.] I of nou 
for any Body elſe. fo oh * 
MASKW E L L. 

Then Witneſs Heav'n for me, this Wealth and Honour 
was not of my ſeeking, nor would I build my Fortune on 
another's Ruin: I had but one Deſire -» 

Lord TOUCHWOOD.  - 
Thou ſhalt enjoy it------If all Im worth in Wealth or 
Intereſt can purchaſe Cynthia, ſhe is thine.----- l'm ſure 
Sir Paul's Conſent will follow Fortune; I'll quickly ſhew 
him which way that is going. 
: MASKWEL TL, 

You oppreſs me with Bounty; my Gratitude is * 
and ſhrinks beneath the Weight, and cannot riſe to thank 
you - What, enjoy my Love! Forgive the Tranſports 
of a Bleſſing ſo unexpected, ſo unhop'd for, ſo IS 
of! 

Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

I will confirm it, and rejoice with thee, 


NOT. . 
SCENE IV. 


M ASKWELYL alone, | 
H1S is proſp'rous indeed - Why let him find me 
out a Villain, ſettled in Poſſeſſion of a fair Eſtate, 
and full fruition of my Love, I'll bear the Railings of a 


* Gameſter . But ſhou'd he find me out before! tis 


dangerous 
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dangerous to delay — Let me think -— ſhou'd my Lord 
proceed to treat openly of my Marriage with Cynthia, all 
muſt be diſcover'd, and Mellefont can be no longer blinded, 
lt muſt not be; nay, ſhou'd my Lady know it 
ay, then were fine Work indeed! Her Fury wou'd ſpare 
nothing, tho' ſhe involy'd ber ſelf in Ruin, No, it muſt 
be by Stratagem I muſt deceive Mellefont once 
more, and get my Lord to conſent to my private Ma- 
nagement. He comes opportunely —— Now will I, in 
my old way, diſcover the whole and real Truth of the 
Matter to bim, that he may not ſuſpect one Word on' t. 


No Mask like open Truth to cover Lies, 
As to go naked in the beſt Diſguiſe. 


SCENE V. 
L To him] MELLEFoOnT, 


MELLEFONT, 
Maskwell, what Hope ? I am confounded in a Maze 
of Thoughts, each leading into one another, and all 
ending in Perplexity. My Uncle will not ſee, nor hear 
| MASKWELT. 
No matter, Sir, don't trouble your Head, all's in my 
Power. T3 1 
MELL EFONT. 
Heav'n's fake ? 
M ASKWELL 
Little do you think that your Aunt has kept her Word, 
How the Devil ſhe wrought my Lord into this Do- 
| 1 5 tage, 


| How ? for 


— U. 
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tage, I know not; but he's gond to Sir Paul about my 


Marriage with Cynthia, and bas appointed me his Helv. 


MELLEFONT. 

The Devil he bas ! What's to be done? 

| MASKWELL. 

I have it; it muſt be by Stratagem ; for it's in vtin to 
make Application to him. I think I have that i in my Head 
that cannot fail: Where's Cynshia: 

_MELLEFONT. 

In the Garden. _ 

M ASKWE L Z. 

Let us go and conſult 1 my * for yours, I cheat 
my Lord. 


SCENE VI. 
Lord Tovcuw 00D, Lady Toucuwoon. 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
11 your Heir, and matry Cynthia! 
Led TOUCHWqOoD. 
I cannot do too much, for ſo Merit. 
Lady OVH WOOD 
But this is a Thing of too great Moment to be ſo ſud- 
denly reſoly'd, Why quibia ? Why muſt he be marry'd? 


Is there not Reward enough in railing his let Fortune, 


but he muſt mix his Blood with mine, and wed my 
Niece? How know you my Brother will conſent, or 
ſhe? Nay, he himſelf perhaps may have Affections other- 


where. 
Lord TOUCHWYO O Þ. 
No, I ant convint d he loves her. 


Lady 


n * e 


8 » Wi — * * 


De Doug n-Deatltk. 251 
Lady TOQUCH WOOD. 
Maskwell love Cyzthia? impoſſible ! 
Lord TOUCHIWVOOD, 
I tell you, he confeſs'd it to me. | 
Lady TOUCHWO 0D. 
Confuſion ! how's this ! [ Aide. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD, 
His Humility long ſtifled his Paſſion: And his Love of 


Mellefont would have made him ſtill conceal it, — But 
by Encouragement, 1 wtung the Secret from him; and 
know he's no way to be rewarded but in her. I'll defer. 
my farther Proceedings in it tifl you have conſider d it; 
but remember how we are both indebted to Him. 


SCENE VI. 


Lady TOUCHWOOD an. _ 
OTH indebted to him! Yes, we are both indebted to 
him, if you knew all. Viſtain! Oh, I zm wilt with 
this Surprize of Treachery: It is irtipoſfible; i can 
not be. He love Cynthia! What, have I been Bawd: 
to his Deſigns, his Property only, a biting Phe? Now: 
L ſee what made him faſſe to Kelle. Shame and 
DiſtraFion ! 1 cinnot bear it, Oh ! whit Woman can 
bear to be a Property? To be Kindled o a Flame, only te 
light him to another's Arms? Of f that I were Fire in- 
deed, that I might burn the vile Traitor. What fhall 1 do? 
How ſhall I think? I cannot think. All my Deſigns; 
e loſt, my Love unfated, my Revenge unfiniſh'd, au. 
n cauſe of Fury from utithoughr-of Plagats.. +» 


SCENE 


* * * 
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SCENE VIII. 
[To her] Sir PAULI PLYANT. 


Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
ADAM, Siſter, my Lady Siſter, did you ſee my 
Lady my Wife? 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Oh! Torture ! 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Gads-bud, I can't find her high nor low; where can 
ſhe be, think you? 

Lidy TOUC HI O OD. 

Where ſhe's ſerving you, as all your Sex ought to be 
ſerv'd; making you a Beaſt, Don't you know that you're 
a Fool, Brother? . 

Sir PAUL. PLYANT. VG 

A Fool! he, he, he, you're merry -- — No, no, A* 
I know no ſuch Matter. 8 

| Lidy TOUCHWOOD. 

- Why then you don't know half your Happineſs 

Si f AULIT ANT. © 
| ' That's. a Jeſt with all my Heart, faith and troth, —— 
But harkye, my Lord told me ſomething of a Revolution 


of things; I don't know what to wake on't, -- Gads-bud 


1 muſt conſult my Wife, he talks of dipnberit · 
ing his Nephew; and 1 don't know what, —— Look 
you, Siſter, I muſt know what my Girl has to truſt to; or 
not a Syllable of a i * ſhew you 
that I am not a Fool, 


3 F\ 4 Lady 
4 * 
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aa <4 


5 
b 


AT 


The DouBLE-DEALER. 253 


Lady TOUCHWOO D. 

Hear me; conſent to the breaking off this Marriage, 
and the promoting any other, without conſulting me, and 
Tl renounce all Blood, all Relation and Concerp with you 

for ever. nay, I'll be your Enemy, and purſue you to 
Deſtruction, I'll tear your Eyes out, and tread you under 
my Feet. 
Sr PAUL PLYANT. 

Why, what's the Matter now? Good Lord, what's all 
this for? Pooh, here's a Joke indeed Why, where's 
my Wife? 

Lady TOUCHW OO D. 
With Careleſs, in the cloſe Arbour; he may want you 
by this time, as much as you want her. 
Sr PAUL PLYANT. 
O, if ſhe be with Mr. Careleſs, tis well enough. 
Lady TOUCHWOO D. 

Fool, Sot, inſenſible Ox! but remember what I ſaid to 
you, or you had better eat your own Horns, by this Light 
you had. | 


Sir PAUL. PLYANE. 

You're a Paſſionate Woman, Gads-bud, L But to fay 
Truth, all our Family are Cholerick; I am the only peacea- | 
ble Perſon amongſt em. | 1 


EA * 


Nee D 
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SCENE IX 
Mirror, MASuWELL and CTMTAHIA 


8 MELLEFONT. 
| Know no other Way but this he has propos d; if 
AN EIS = i anne e 


CI N> 
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1 c 1N T dei 
e 
find 1 have Obſtinacy enough to purſue whatever I have 
once reſolv'd; and a true Female Courage to oppote any 
thing that refiſts my Will, tho” twere Reafon it ſelf. 
233 
That's right.. Well, F the 
zun the Hazard along with you, 
.- CXMXH14. 
But how can the Coach and Six Horſes be got ready 
without Suſpicion? | 
MASK EI I. 
Leave it to my Care; that ſhall be ſo far from being 
ſuſpected, that it ſhall de got ready by my Lord's own. 
Order. 


How ? 
M ASKWEL I. 

Why. I intend to tell my Lord the whole Matter of our 

Contrivance; that's my way. 
MELLEFONT. 
? dot underſtand you. 
MASXV ZEL Z. 
Why, I'll tell my Lord, 1 — 3 with you, on 
to ; that w me it, 

24. 1 e 
way, but in the Hopes of her marrying you. — 
MELLEFONTE 


MELLEFONT. 


So 
NM AS 1 ZE L. 
So, why fo, while you're buſied in FTP your ſel 
ready, I'll wheedle her e and inſtead of you, 
ay, An mene W 


* 


NE 
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MELLEFONT. | 
O I conceive you, you'll tell him ſo? 
MASKWELL. 
Tell him ſo! ay; why you don't think I mean to do 


ſo? 
MELLEFONT. 
No, no; ha, ha, I dare fwear thou wilt not. 
MASKV ELI. 

Therefore for our farther Security, I would have you 
diſguis d like a Parſon, that if my Lord ſhould have Cu- 
riolity to peep, he may not diſcover you in the Coach, 
but think the Cheat is carried on as he would have it. 

_MELLEFONT. 3 

Excellent Ma el! thou wert certainty meant for a 
Stateſman or a Jeſuit, but thou art too honeſt 
for one, and too pions for the other, 

MASKWwELLE. 


Hour, yonder in my Lady's Drefſing-Room ; go by the 
back Stairs, and ſo we may flip down without being 
obſer d. Fi fend the Chaplain to you with his 
Robes; I have made him my on, and ordered 
him to meet us to-Morrow Morning at St. Albans; there 
we will ſum up this Account, to all our SatisfaCtions, 
MELLEFONT. 

Should I begin to thank or praiſe thee, I ſhould — 

6 havo. 


SCENE 


Well, get your ſelves ready, and meet me in ur en — 
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SCENE X. 
CnYTHIA MASKWELL 


| MASKWELL. 
MPa you will be ready? 
CYNTHI A. 
I. will be punctual to the Minute. | [ Going, 
MASKWEL L, 

Stay, I have a Doubt Upon ſecond Thoughts, we 
bad better meet in the Chaplain's Chamber here, the cor- 
ner Chamber at this End of the Gallery, there is a back 

Way into it, ſo that you need not come through this Door 
uud a. pair of private Stairs leading down to the Sta- 
bles It will be more convenient. 
„ 
I am guided by you, ---- but Mellefont will miſtake. 
 _MISKW ELL. 
No, no, I'll after him immediately, and toll hip. 
ee  CYNTHI A. 
T will not fail. 5 | 
2 [i | | Re 7 bine 


Lt 


; JS T a al 
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© CE N E XI. 
AS Ek VE L T alone. 
HY, qui vult decipi decipiatur- —— Tis no Fault of 
mine. I have told em in plain Terms, how eaſie 


'tis for me to cheat em; and if they will not hear the 
Serpent's 


{ 
t 
F 
I 
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Serpent's Hiſs, they muſt be ſtung into Experience, and 
future Caution (Now to prepare my Lord to con- 


ſent to this, But firſt I muſt inftruſt my little Levitez 


there is no Plot, publick or private, that can expect to 
proſper without one of them has a Finger in't He pro- 


miſed me to be within at this Hour. - Mr. Saygrace, 


Mr. Saygrace, 


SCENE XII. 


MA$SRWELL, SAT GRACE. 


Mr. SA TGRAC E [looking out] 
WEE T Sir, I will but pen the laſt Line of an Aero- 
ſick, and be with you in the twinkling of an Eja- 
culation, in the pronouncing of an Amen, or before you 
can . 
MASK NVE LI. 

Nay, good Mr. Saygrace, do not prolong the Time, by 
deſcribing to me the Shortneſs of your Stay z rather, if 
you pleaſe, defer the finiſhing of your Wit, and let us talk 
about our Buſineſs, it ſhall be Tithes in your Way, 

5SAT GRACE [Enters,] | 

You ſhall prevail, I would break off in the middle of a 

Sermon to do you a Pleaſure, 
MASKWETLTLI, 

You could not do me a greater, ----» except · ··ͥ the Buſi- 

neſs in Hand ----» Have you provided a Habit for Mellefont ? 
. SLIGRACE. 

I have, they are ready in my Chamber, together with 
a clean ſtarch'd Band and Cuffs, | 
M AS K- 


[Goes to the Chamber-Door, and knocks, - 


= ” * 
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; MASKWEEZLI 
Good, let them be carry d to him, —— have you ſtiteb d 
the Gown Sleeve, that he may be puzzled, and waſte time 
in putting it ou; 
; SAYGRACE, 


Ie; the Gown will not be indued without Perple- 
xity. | 
MASXWELT. 

Meet me in half an Hour, here in your own Chamber. 
When Cynthia comes, let there be no Light, and do not 
ſpeak, that ſhe may not diſtinguiſh you from Mellefons, 
I'll urge haſte, to excuſe your Silence, 15 

SAT GRACE. 
You have no more Commands? 
| MASKWELTI, 
None, your Text is ſhort, | 
SAYGRACE, 
But pithy, and 1 will handle it with Diſcretion, 
if MASKWELL 
It wilt be the firſt you have ſo ſerv'd, 


SCENE XIII. 
Lerd Fouchwooty MArKweELL, 


Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
URE I was born to be controlled by thoſe I ſhould 
command ; My very Slaves will ſhortly give me Rules 
how I ſhall, govern them. | 
MASKWELTL. 
I am concern'd to ſee your Lordſhip diſcompos d. 


Lord 


\ 
n 
v 


b 
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Lord TOUCHWOOD, * 
Have you ſeen my Wife lately, or diſoblig d hee 
No, my Lord.---- What can this mean! | Aide. 
Lord TO CAYHYOO D. | 
Then Mellefont has urg'd ſome Body to incenſe her----- 
Something ſhe has heard of you which carries her beyond 
the Bounds of Patience, 
MASKWELLI, 
This I fear'd: (ide) ----- Did not your Lordſhip tell 
her of the Honours you deſign'd me? 
Lord 10920 D. 


259 


Tes. 
| 14s KE EL . 

is that; you know my Lady has a high Spirit, ſhe 
thinks I at unworthy. 

Lord TOUCHVO OD. 

Unworthy ! Tis an ignorant Pride in her to think ſo 
== —— Honeſty to me is true Nobility, However tis my 
Will it ſhall be ſo, and that ſhou'd be convincing to her as 
much as Reaſon - By Heav'd, I'll not be Wife-riddenz 
were it poſſible, it ſuou d be done this Night, 

_MASKWEESE, >. "qt 

E. . Heav'n he meets my Wiſhes, (4/ide. ) — Few Things 

are impoſſible to willing Minds. 

Lord TOUCHWOO D. 

Inſtruct me how this may be done, you ſhall ſee I want 
no Inclination, 

 MASKWELL, 

I had laid a ſmall Defign for to-morrow (as Love will 
be inventing) which I thooght to cothmunicate to your 
Lordſhip -«+-- But it may be as well done to- night. 

Lord TOUCHWOOD, _ | 

Here Company · Come this way, and tell me. 


SCENE 


1 54. 
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ar 
C732 | in 
CAR ELESS and CYNTHIA, | 
CARELESS. Ar 
I not hat be „ new gone out with my Lordd uſ 
CTNT IIA. 


Tes. 
DD. 


By Heav'n there's Treachery ----- The Confuſion that 1 a 
ſaw your Father in, my Lady Touchwood's Paſſion, with S 
what ImperfeQly I overheard between my Lord and her, 
confirm me in my Fears. Where's Mellefont ? 

CYNTHIA, 
Here he comes. 


-SCENE XV, 


[To them) MELLISFONT, 


CYNTHIA. 
Did Maskwell tell you any thing of the Chaplain's 
| Chamber? 
MELLEFONT, | 
No; my Dear, will you get ready ------ the Things are 
all in my Chamber; I want nothing but the Habit, 
g CARELESS, ; 
You are betray'd, and Ma:kwel! is the Villain I always 
thought him, 


N. 


2 


. 
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1 CYNTHI A. 
When you were gone, he faid his Mind was chang'd, 
and bid me meet him in the Chaplain's Room, 
immediately to follow you, and give you Notice, 
MELLEFONT. 


How! 

CARELESS. 

There's Saygrace tripping by with a Bundle under his 
Arm -----» He cannot be ignorant that Maskwell means to 
uſe his Chamber; let's follow and examine him. 

MELLEFONT, 
Tis lofs of Time I cannot think him falſe. 


SCENE XVI. 


CyNnTHIAa, Lord ToucHwoop, 
e 1677. 87 We 2; 
CIYNTHI MF. 
Lord muſing! 
Lord TOUC HV OO d. 
He has a quick Invention, if this were ſuddenly de- 


fign'd------- Yet he ſays he had prepar d my Chaplain al- 


ready, 
CTNT EIA. 
How's this! Now I fear indeed. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
Cynthia here! Alone, fair Couſin, and melancholy ? 
CINTHI A. 
Your Lordſhip was heful. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. | 
My Thoughts were on ſerious Bufineſs, not worth 
your hearing. | 
2 oN. 
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CINTHIA. 
* Mine were an Theachery concerning you, and muy i 


worth your 
Lord T OUCH wo OD. 
Treachery concerning me! pray be plain ——— Hark 
What Noiſe! | 
MASKWELYL (within,) 
Will you nat hear me? 
Lady Tou CHWOOD. (within.) 
No, Monſter ! Traytor 1 No. 
CYNTHI A. 
My Lady and Maxkwell! this may be lucky My 
let me intreat you to ſtand behind this Skreen, and 
liſten ; perhaps this Chance may give you Proof of what 
you ne'er could have believ d from my Suſpicions. 


WY T- * A 1 0 > | > — OY N — 
oh — | 8 NY D — 25 WY | 
I N I : 14 } { > > ' &) NY WA , ON hk | } 2 


s E N E XVII. 


Lady Tounvoop with a Dagger, and "MASK WELL: 
CYNTHIA and Lord TOUCH WOOD adbſcond, lifining. 


Lady TOUCHWOOD.- - 
OU want but Leiſure to invent freſh Falſhood, and 
ſooth me to a fond Belief of all your Fictions; but 
I will ſtab the Lie that's forming dr ras and fave 
a Sin, in pity to your Soul. 
= MASKWELL, | 
Strike then —inee you will have it ſo, 
Lady TOVCHW 00D. + 
| Ha? A Ready Villain to the lft! | 
M ISN E LL. 
Come, why do you dally with me thus? 5 
/ 
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Lady TOUCAHWO OD. 

Thy ſtubbotn Temper ſhocks me, and you knew it 
would —--this is Cunning all, and not Courage; no, I 
know thee well: But thou ſhalt miſs thy Aim. 

| MASXKFWEL LI. 
Ha, ha, ha. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Ha! Do you mock my Rage? then this ſhall puniſh 
your fond, raſh Contempt ! Again Smile! | 
[ Goes to ſtrike. 
And ſuch a Smile as ſpeaks in Ambiguity ! Ten thouſand 
Meanings lurk in each Corner of that various Face. 
Oh! that they were written in thy Heart, that I, with 
this, might lay thee open to my Sight! by 
But then 'twill be too late to know. 
Thou haſt, thou haſt found the ooly way to turn my 
Rage; Too well thou know'ſt my jealous Soul cou'd ne- 
yer bear Uncertainty. Speak then, and tell me ---- Yet 
are you filent? Oh, I am wilder'd in all Paffions ! But 
thus my Anger melts, (Weeps) Here, take this Ponyard, 
for my very Spirits faint, and want Strength to hold it; 
thou haſt diſarm'd my Soul. [Gives the Dagger. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. _, 
Amazement ſhakes me ---- Where will this end? 
M ASKWEL LI, 

So, tis well . let your wild Fury have a Vent; and 

when you have Temper, tell me. | 
Lady TOUCHMWPOOD, 

Now, now, now I am calm, and can hear you, 
MASKWEL LI. (Aſide,) 
Thanks, my Invention; and now I have it for you 
Firſt tell me what urg d you to this Violence? For your 


Paſſion broke in ſuch imperfe& Terme, that yet I am to 


learn the Cauſe. 
6 Lady 


_ — 
— — 
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Lady TOUCHWOO D. 
My Lord himſelf ſurpriz'd me with the News, you 


were to marry Cynthia ----- That you had own'd your 


Love to him, and his Ee would _ you to at- 
tain your Ends. i 
;  CYNTH I A. 

How, my Lord! * 

Lord TOUCHWGOOD. 

Pray forbear all Reſentmente for a while, and let us hear 
the reft, 

MASKWELL. 

I grant you in Appearance all is true; 1 ſeem d conſent- 
ing to my Lord; nay, tranſported with the Bleſſing ----- 
Bur could you think that I, who had been happy in your 
lor d Embraces, could &er be fond of an inferior Slavery ? 

Lord TOUCNVOO D. 
Ha! O Poiſon to my Ears! What do I hear! 
CYNTHIA. 

Nay, good my Lord, forbear Reſentment, let us hear 
it out. a W e 
Lord TOUCH O O D. 

Yes, I will contain, tho' I cou d burſt. 

MASKWELL. 

I that had wanton'd in the rich Circle of your World 
of Love, cou'd be confin'd within the puny Province of 
a Girl? No ---- Yet tho' I dote on each laſt Favour more 
than all the reſt; though I would give a Limb for every 
Look you cheaply throw away on any other Object of 
your Love; yet ſo far I prize your Pleaſures o'er my own, 
that all this ſeeming Plot that I have laid, has been to gra- 
tifie your Taſte, and cheat the World, to prove a faithful 


Rogue to you. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
If this were true -.=-+- But how can it be? 


M ASK- 
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MASXV ELI. 

I have fo contriv'd, that Mellefont will preſently, in the 
's Habit, wait for Cynthia in your room: 
But I have put the Change upon her, that ſhe may be 
other-where employ'd Do you procure her Night- 
Gown, and with your Hoods tyed over your Face, meet him 
in her ſtead; you may go privately by the back Stairs, and, 
unperceiy'd, there you may propoſe to reinſtate him in his 
| Uncle's Favour, if he'll comply with your Defires; his 
Caſe is deſperate, and I believe he'll yield to any Condi- 
tions. If not, here take this; you may employ it 
better, than in the Heart of one who is nothing when not 
. yours, [Gives the Dagger. 

r Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Thou can'ft WR every Body, —— Nay, thou haſt 
deceiv'd me; but tis as I would wiſh, —— Truſty Villain! 
I could worſhip thee 

MASKWELL. 
y No more -——[t wants but a few Minutes of the 
time; and Mellefont's Love will carry him there before his 
Hour, 


Lady TOUCHIWOOD, 
I go, I fly, incomparable Maskwell' 


/ — _ SCENE XVII. 
ls MASKwWELL, CYNTHIA, Lord TOoucuwoon. 


al  MASKWELLI, 
O, this was a Pinch indeed, my Invention was pom 
the Rack; and made Diſcovery of her laſt Plot: I hope 
Cynthia and my Chaplain will be ready, *1'l] prepare for the 
Expedition, 
Vor. I. N SCENE 


266 The DouBLE-DBA LER. 


SCENE XIX. 
CyNTHIA, and Lord Toucuwoop. 


CTYNTHI A. 
N OW, my Lord? 
Lord TOUC HWODO D: 


 Aſtoniſhment binds up my Rage! Villany upon Villany ! 

Heav'ns, what a long Track of dark Deceit has this diſ- 

cover'd! I am confounded when I look back, and want 

a Clue to guide me through the various Mazes of unheard- 

of Treachery, My Wife! Damnation! my Hell! 
CYNTHI A. 

My Lord, have Patience, and be ſenſible how great our 
Happineſs is, that this Diſcovery was not made too late. 

Lord TOUCHWOO D. 

I thank you; yet it may be ſtill too late, if we don't 
preſently prevent the Execution of their Plots; — Ha! 
ll do't. Where's Mellefont, my poor injur'd Nephew, — 
How ſhall I make him ample Satisfaction? 

CINTHI A. 

1 dare anſwer for him, 

| Lord TOUCHWOOD. . 

I do him freſh. Wrong to queſtion his Forgiveneſs; for 
I know him ro be all Goodneſs, — Yet my Wife! Damn 
her, — She'll think to meet him in that Dreſſing- Room; 
—— Was't not ſo? and Maskwell will expect you in the 
Chbaplain's Chamber. For once, Þ'll add my Plot too, 
——— let us haſte to find out, and inform my Nephew; 
and do you, quickly as you can, bring all the Company 
into this Gallery. I'll expoſe the 3 and rhe 
Villain, 


SCENE 


| The DovsBLE-DEALER. 267 


SCENE XX. 


Lord Fx or H, and Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


Lord FROTH. 
Y Heav'ns I have ſlept an Age, Sir Paul, what a 
Clock is it! Paſt Eight, on my Conſcience : My Lady's 
is the moſt inviting Couch; and a Slumber there, is the 
prettieſt Amuſement! But where's all the Company? 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

The Company, gads-bud, I don't know, my Lord; but 
here's the ſtrangeſt Reyolution, all turn'd topſie turvy; as I 
hope for Providence. 

Lord FRO T H. 
O Heav'ns, what's the matter? where's my Wife 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
All turn'd topſie turvy, as ſure as a Gun. 
Lord F ROTH. 

How do you mean? My Wife! 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

The ſtrangeſt Poſture of Affairs! 

Lord F R O T H. 

What, my Wife? 

WMPLUL PLIALNT.. 

No, no, I mean the Family.----- Your Lady's Affairs 
may be in a very good Poſture; I faw her go into the 
Garden with Mr. Brisk. | 

Lord FROTH. 

How ? where? when? what to do? 

Sr PAUL PLYAN T. 
Iſuppoſe they haye been laying their Heads together, 


N 2 Lerd 


x68 The DousIE-DRALRR. 
Lord F R GT. 


How? | | 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


Nay, only about Poetry, I ſuppoſe, my Lord; making 
Couplets. 


Couplets ! 


Lord F R O T H. 


Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
O, here they come. 


SCENE XXI. 
(To them] Lady FROTH, BRISK. 


BRISK, 
Ms. your humble Servant; Sir Paul, * —— 
the fineſt Night! 


Lady FROTH:. 
My Dear, Mr, Brisk and 1 have been Star-gazing, I 


don't know how long. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


Does. it not tire your Ladyſhip? are not you weary 
with looking up? 
Lady F RO TH. 
Oh, no, 1 love it violently ----- My Dear, you're me- 


lancholly. | 
: Lord F ROT E. 


No, my Dear; I'm but juſt awake. 
Lady F ROT E. 


Snuff ſome of my Spirit of Hartshorn. 
Lord F R OT H. 


I've ſome of my own, thank you, my Dear. 


Lady 


th 
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Lady FR OT H. 

Well, 1 ſwear, Mr. Brisk, you underſtood Aſtronomy like 
an old Egyptian. 

- BRISK. 

Not comparably to your Ladyſhip; you are the very 
Oynthia of the Skies, and Queen of Stars. 

Lady FROTH. 

That's becauſe I have no Light, but what's by Reflecti- 

on from you, who are the Sun. 
BRISK. 

Madam, you have eclipſed me quite, let me —_—_— 

I can't anſwer that. 
| Lady FROTH. 

No matter, .- Harkye, ſhall you and I make an Al- 
manack together ? | a 
BRISK. 

With all my Soul, ------- Your Ladyſhip has made me 
the Man in't already, I'm, ſo full of the Wounds which you 
have given. 

Lady FROTH, 

O finely taken! I ſwear now you are even with me. O 

Parnaſſus! you have an infinite deal of Wit. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
So he has, Gads-bud, and fo has your Lady ſhip. 


SCENE XXII. 


[To them] Lady PLYANT, NOR, CYyNTHi 


Lady PLYANT. 
Y ov tell me moſt ſurprizing things; bleſs me, WhO 
would ever truſt a Man? O my Heart akes for fear 
they ſhould be all deceitful alike, 
N 3 CARE. 
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CARELESS. 
Jau need not fear, Madam; you. have Charms to fix In- 
conſtancy i it ſelt, 
Lady PLY ANT. 
O dear, you make me bluſh. _ 
Lord FRO IEA. 
Come, my Dear, ſhall we take leave of my Lord and 
Lan 2 
CYNTHIFMA 
They'll wait upon your Lordſhip preſently. 
Lady F ROT H. 
Mr. Brist, my Coach ſhall ſet you down, 
41 . 
- What's. the Matter ? 
[4 great Shriek from the Corner of the Stage 
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SCENE XXIII. 


[To them] Lady 8 runs aut affrighted, my 
Lord after her, like a Parſon, 


Lady TOUCHWOOD, 
0 * betray d. Save me, help me! 
Lord TO UC HV OO D. 
Now, what Evaſion, Strumpet? 
Lady TOUCHWOOD, 
Stand off, let me go. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
Go, and thy own Infamy purſye thee. ---—----= You 
ſtare as you were all amazed. I don't wonder at it, 
. but too ſoon you'll know: mine and that Woman's 


Shame, | 
SCENE 
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SCENE The Laßt. 


Lord T'oUcHwoodp, Lord FrROTH, Lady FROTH, Lady 
PLYANT, Sir Paul PLYANT, CYNTHIA, Mert- 
LEFONT, MASKWELL; MELLEFONT uiid in 
a Parſon's Habit and pulling in MASK wELL. 


; MELLEFONT. 
AY, by Heav'n you. ſhall be ſeen, —— Careleſs, your 
Hand: Do you hold down. your Head? Yes, I 
am your Chaplain: look in the Face of your injur'd Friend; 
thou Wonder of all Falſhood. 
Lord TOUCHWO ob. 

Are. you ſilent, Monſter? 

MELLEFONT. 

Good Heay'ns ! How I believ'd and lov'd this Man! 
Take him hence, for he's a Diſeaſe to my Sight. 

Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
Secure that manifold Villain, [Servants ſeize him. 
CARELESS. 
Miracle of Ingratitude! | 
BRISK, -- 
This is all very ſurpriziag, let me periſh, 
Lady FROTH, 

You know I told you Saturn look'd a little more an- 
gry than uſual. 

Lord TOUCHWOOD, 

We'll think of Puniſhment at Leiſure, but let me ha- 
ſten to do Juſtice, in rewarding Virtue and wrong'd Inno- 
cence, Nephew, I hope I have your Pardon, and 
Cynthia's, 


MEL L F+ 
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MELLEFONT. 
Weare your Lordſhip's Creatures. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

And be each other's Comfort; ----- Let me join your 
Hands: Unwearied Nights, and wiſhing Days attend 
you both; mutual Love, laſting Health and circling Joys, 
tread round each happy Year of your long Lives. 


Let ſecret Villany from hence be warn d. 

Howe er in private Miſchiefs are conceiv d, 

Torture and Shame attend their open Birth; 

Like Vipers in the Womb, baſe Treachery lies, 

Still gnawing that, whence firſt it did ariſe; £ 
No ſooner born but the vile Parent dies. 


[Exeunt Omnes, 
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Spoken by Mrs. Mountford. 


Ou'd Poets but foreſee how Plays would take, 
Then they cou' d tell what Epilogues.to make; 

Whether to thank or blame their Audience moſt-: ) 
But that late Knowledge does much Hazard coſt + 8 
ill Dice are thrown, there's nothing won, nor loſs. 
Sa *till the Thief has ſtollin, he cannot know 
Whether he ſball eſcape the Law, or no. 
But Poets run much greater Hazards far, 
Than they who ſtand their Tryals at the Bar; ; 
The "26 provides a Carb for its own Fury, 
And ſuffers Judges to, direct the Fury. 
But in this Court, what Diff*rence does appear 2 
For every one's both Fudge and Fury here ; : 
Nay, and what's worſe, an Executioner. 
All have a Right and Title io ſome Part, 
Each chuſing that in which he has moſt Art. 
The dreadful Men of Learning all confound, 
Unleſs the Fable's good, and Moral ſound. 
The Vizor-Masks, that are in Pit and Gallery, 


Approve, or damn, the Repartee and Rallery. 
The 
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The Lady Criticks, who are better read, 

Enquire if Characters are nicely bred ; 

If the ſoft Things are penn'd and ſpoke with Grace: 
They judge of Action too, and Time, and Place; 
In which we do not doubt but they're diſcerning, 
For that's a kind of Aſſignation Learning. 

Beaus judge of Dreſs; the Witlings judge of Songs; 
The Cuckoldom, of Ancient Right, to Cits belongs, 
Poor Poets thus the Favour are deny'd, | 

Even to make Exceptions when they're Try'd. 

Tis hard that they muſt ev'ry one admit: 
Aethinks I ſee ſome Faces in the Pit, 

Which muſt of Conſequence be Foes to Wit. C 
Vu who can judge, to Sentence may proceed; | 
But tho he cannot Write, let him be freed 8 
At leaſt from their Contempt, who cannot Read. 


The End of the FIRST Volume. 


